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IRREGULAR ODE. 



ARGUMENT. 

IT may be objected, that fcenes of honor, like the fubject of the fol- 
lowing little Poem, ought rather to be covered with a veil, or configned 
to oblivion, than introduced to the -public eye, in the drefi of poetry. 
For my juftification, I (hall refort to the authority of the c4d Greek 
Tragedians, who thought the dreadful (lories of CEdipus and Medcs 
not unfit for reprefentation on the public ftage. The Mind loves to 
have her feelings roufed, and I know no tale more apt to excite the 
emotions of terror and pity than that of Myrrha, as related by Ovid, 
whom I have followed, in his Metamorphofis ' I t is this : Myrrha ill 
early youth conceives a paflion for her Father Cinyras ; every affectionate 
glance, every endearing exprefllon, every paternal attention of the 
Parent fatally, but innocently, contribute to nouriih the criminal denies of 
the Child. The fire confumes her vitals, her health rapidly declines, 
her frame is wafted away ; her angulfh of mind makes her look forward 
to approaching death as a dcfirablc termination of her fufferings ; her 
Nurfc is alarmed at this melancholy fituation ; (he employs all her arts 
of in fin nation to obtain poflcfllon of her dreadful fecret, and at length 
extorts from her a difcovcry of her love. 

The Nurfc, perceiving that Myrrha muft inevitably fall the victim of 
• her paflion if (he continued to fupprefs it, and determined to fave her 

/ ■ life even at the price of her character and virtue, employs herfelf firft to 

.*! . devife the means of gratifying her wiflies, and then, which was a talk 

V - •■ more difficult, to perfuade Myrrha to employ thofe means. 

*■■■ 

±\ The wife of Cinyras and mother of Myrrha was toaffiftat afo* 

■ 

1 lemn facrifice, and the ftrictnefs of Religion required that the Lady 

fliould feclude herfelf from her hufband fometime previous to it ; the Sa- 
crifice too was to be performed in a diftant part of the country. During the 
temporary reparation which this occafioned, Cinyras felt certain wants, 
and applied to this Nurfe, who appears to have been, indeed, a very 
notable perfonage, for the means of fupplying them; Myrrha was in- 
troduced to her Father in the gloom of night and departed before the 
dawn of day, bafhfulnefs and delicacy were the pretext ; the intercourfe 
continued for fome time without fufpicion, curiofity at laft prevailed ; 
the unhappy Father introduced a light, while Myrrha flept, and be- 
held the criminality and fhame which night and filence.had at firft 
produced, and concealed fo long. 




M Y R R H A, 

AN IRREGULAR ODE. 

Br WILLIAM PRESTON, Es^ M.R.I. A. 

X HE howling whirlwind fwept the plain, 
The pealing thunder rock'd the ground ; 
The headlong torrent fwell'd amain, 
While, in his wafteful triumph roll'd around, 
Herds, and Bocks and trees, and corn, 
■ The fhepherd and his cot were borne ; 



( 4 ) 

4 

And Chaos, with a yell, exulting ran 
To mar the beauteous works of nature and of man* 

-Ever and anon 

■ * * « ■ 

Ttevpalpitating flakes of ruddy light'ning fhofce ; 
„:~^jr* Above— Wow— they run — they glare— 

With low aiid fearful howl 
The lion ftarted from his lair, 
£ Meteors blazing thro' his hair, 

*■'■ While on his head> in undhious train, 

»• mm . . . - . . . 

JGhey hung-^^o* kindled thro 9 his mane ; 
V. , .„r „. Rage zni fea£his eye-balls fcowl, '?' 
\ f^Chs nines and gnarled oaks before hira bend 5 — 
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more Ks cuftom'd haunts he knew, 
5 Nof t&Sb^^Gw .the prey to rend 5 
Wing'd, wing'd with fear he flew : 
Where waves infuriate vex the rocky fteep 
He plung'd into the deep. 

Wrapt in many a pitchy cloud 

Night on Hades call'd aloud 5 — 

Aflbciate, wake ! to feaft thine ear, 

The mingled crafli of ruin hear j 

Aflbciate, wake ! and fee, to chear thy fprite, 

Works of Chaos, works of Night ; 

Aflbciate, hafle, arife, receive, from Deftiny, 

A dire oblation meet for Erebus and me. 



( 5 ) 

Hark, bark — what fhrieks redouble on the wind ( 

Along the pathlefs wafte, 

What pale, evanid phantom paft ?— 

Tis Myrrha, — faded form .and tortur'd mind ! 

Her garments rent, and rent her beauteous hair, 

Diftilling dank the drops of beating rain ; 

The wind-wavM briar, the brake, and tangled thorn 

Her tender limbs have torn, 

And wand'ring, purple ftreams the polifhMivVyftain,— 

Cinyras difplays the fword, 

Her vengeful fire, her lover now no more, 

He waves the brand, a-thirft for gore, 

To mark an impious deed with punifhment abhorrM. 

Oh wretched father ! doubly, doubly loft, 

Loft to ftrike, and loft to fpare, 

Endlefs fhame, and endlefs care 

Rufh upon thy fatal head, 
Feace is gone, and honour fled, 
And hopes and fchemes of good by Stygian whirlwinds toft. 

The winds arehufh'd — the notes of anguifh flow ; 
Ceafelefs, thro' the gloom they creep, 

Like ftreams in fparry cavern deep, 

Tickling conftant, fad, and flow. 

Spare me, vifions of affright, 
Ye fpeftres, teeming thro' the fhades of night ! 

B a 
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Heaven is bttrfting o'er my head, 
The failing earth recedes vrhere-e'er I tread, 

Unwilling to fuftain the freight 

Of fiich a guilty thing's incumbent weight* 

Oh fatal change I 

Bewilder'd, lofty accurft I range* , 

Nor ought of outward horrors find 

Dire, — as the change in this polluted mind* 



Oh name for ever dreadful, ever dear! 

Lov'd name of fire, no more to fill mine ear ; 

No more to tune my matin fong, 

Amidft the virgin throng : 

Oh virgin throng, would Fates allow 

I were your fitter now] 

To wear, like you, my golden hours; 

Spotlefs and fweet ye fpring, as tender flow'rs 5 

And forward look, with hallow'd awe, to prove, 

TV aufpicious moment of connubial love*— 

There was a time, my father's name 
: Diffused no bluih, the cheek to ftain, 
Awak'd no wifh the foul to pain, 
, Or tremble thro* the guilty frame ; 
But fweet and tranquil, by the mofly cell, 

Or rufhy dell, 



( 7 ) 

FlowM attempered to the chords, 
Flowttln foft, iftotttaneous words, 

The focret haunts of Echo found, 
And bade the rural nymphs around 
Their homefpun ditties ceafe, 

Tojoin in choral ftrains of love, and piety, and peace. 

* * ■ 

Of love, and piety, and peace— Kiire change ! 
Thettmesroutidmiraiige; . 
The fliriek-^they danofc— ah hideotisband, ' 
And alt M& theirhiffing (hakes* 
And ofte thfc curling venom takes', 
And gives it to my father's hand. — 
** ArmtBefe&r thy daughter's doom, 
" Snatch the rotive guilty bloom, 
" Hurl it to the Sifters fell, 
'< '*3K*a garland meet to wreath 
" Around the fhrines of death, 
■ "Or palaces of hell. - 
- ~ « Hurl to us the fatal charms, 
*«\13iat,Meffing, curft a father's arms." '' 

Dear, guiltlefs partner of a deed profane, 
Oh fpare— detefted and adortt — 
To wafh away, in ; blood, our common ftain ! 
Qh drop the murd'rous fword ;— 
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Thus abje^ thus defil'd* , • * j 

Am I not ftill thy childl 
By allt^ic joys my natal hour beftow'd, 
When tears of gladnefs flow'd, . . * 
A pure, extatic flood ; 
By all a parent's tender fears, * 
That fondly watch'd my helplefs years. 
When playful at thy knees I flood * 
By many a foft, delightful hour, 
When my gay prattle, with amufiye po yft, ".-. 
And melting influence ftote, 
Bland and gentle on thy foul, . 
And, as they met with mine, 
Thy gracious eyes with doubled light would fhine ; 

Oh fpare! -j 



i 



Shall not thefe thine arm reftftln J 
Adjurations yet remain ;._ 
By the joys~accurfed thought ! 
Ceafe my tongue with horrors fraught.- 



Oh nighf to mem'ry baneful, and to mem'ry dear, 

The rolling year 

Shall mark thee, in its courfe, for works of hate j 

Round the facrifice of ill 

Blood of innocents to fpill, 

Annual, the hags of night {hall congregate* 
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All powVs of good that night refign their charge, 

Aad yellipg fiends and: harpies roam at large. 

Nor ftarry lamp, qot lunar gleam 

TTtfo* the murky, vapours play 5 

Nor.chearinglightof village taper beam, 

To guide the travler on bis way. 

Id earth below let vapours £hine, 

Kindling, burfting from the mine, 

And flame fulphureous death, 

. Qi* many a wretch beneath. 

fo-Hew'p abpve, wkfe crimfon glare, 

Undulating thro' the air, 

Let meteors fweep, portentous rolling on 5 

While, fmould'ring round th' abodes of fleep, 

Devouring flames thro 9 populous cities creep,. 

Or tor$& its light funereal fheds, 

Sullen, o'er, the mourner's heads, 

Where fome fond mother wails her darling fon. 

The poVrs unfeen, *with guilty fkill, 

That weave th' indiflbluble web of human ill, 

In hallow'd rites, and in the pious thought, 

Unwitting enginery of evil fought ; 

And bade my mother join the myftic train, 

And feek the diftant fane.— 






( I© ) 

f 

While wafted perfumes from the altar blazM, 

And fpicy volumes thro' the temple wreath'd, 

Her hands devote the matron raisM, 

Her orifons fhe meekly breath'd, 

And, as the. fragrance reach'd the fty, 

] • Called for bleffings from on high i 

For bleffings call'd, in accents miW > 

To crown her hufband and her child . 

What was then the hufband's taflcf 

What blefling did the daughter afk ? 

The hufband and the daughter rufh, to prove 

w - 

* A The fierce excefles of inceftuous love. 
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In founds of agony cehfus'd and Wild 

I hear thee fhriek, I hear thee rave ;— 

Thy treflb on the ground are ftrewM, 

Thy bofofti is mA blood imbru'<d j— » ■■ 

1 hear thee curfe thy birth ; 

1 hear, I hear thee curfe thy guilty child ; 

I fee thee ftretch'd along— J fee thee tear the earth — 

To find a grave.-r- 

What bufy fiend, what curft malignant pew -r 

Rul'd my natal hour, 

In fair Lucina's femblance came* 

And touch'd the ne^-born babe, with Stygian flame ! 



( " ) 

getter, mlqeeyes tad then for ever clos'd \ 
Better, had I lain exposed 
On favage heath,' or mountain wild \ 
Or, like fome vile negle&ed thing, 
Dafh'd againft the fa*age (hore 
Amidft the biUoW roar : 
Better, had ferpents, with redoubled fting 
. .-:iThe heart yet guiltlefs found, 
And twinfdand twur*d my little limbs around t 

Better, had vulture* borne me to their neft, 

And deep ingulph'd the beak within my bread } 

Or kites erxtomVd the dire, portentous child* 



>• 



The nurfe^s irarfc, unhaBowM and unbleft, 

' Fofter'd me, at the breaft. 
The Furies faw me to their purpofe grow^ 
Like beauteous plants, that rank with poifon blow. 
The growth of ftature .and the ripening thought 
To riper mifchief wrought \ 
While, with my Vital blood, 
I fed the ferpent brood, 
That harmlefs feem'd and gentler than the do??* 
■ Nor future inceft feared, in filial love ) ' •■ 
Pleas'd ita hiftre to behold, . s :' ' 
Its glofly fpires of verdant gold | 



( I* ) 

Midft my locks it freely playM, 

Freely o'er my bofom ftray'd, 

But foon a dragon vaft, with dire control. 

And over (hadowing wing, 

Pofleft my gloomy foul ; 

And brooding o'er, with mortal fting, 

Infernal rage inftill'd, 

And all my veins with burning venom filTd. 

From a finall hidden (park my paflion grew 

An all-confuming fire, 

Fed by unchafte defire ; 

.Devour'd my prayYs, devour'd my time, 

The loves and wifhes of my youthful prime ; 

Devour'd my peace, my piety, 

Good thoughts, and fair referves, and virgin decency \ 

And laft devour'd my father too* 

* 
With fome accurfed fpell, 

Or blandiihments of hell, 

The front of guilt, that long my foul appall'd, 

An evil woman fmooth'd $ 

Prieftefs of infernal rite, 

O'er-ruling influence of that horrid night :•— 

Recoiling fenfe the pois'nous opiate footh'd.— 

My half-relu&ant hand flie feiz'd ; 






L«3 ): 

. . : Ilemorfe, rsemorfehad interposed, : 
But interposed in vain ;— 
Her £uilty voice the: minion mifchiefs raised, 
And pleafi^re , 6 vile iUufions Tound fhe call'd ;— > 

Then.ficrce defires, a murky train. 
On faint remorle the doors of mem'ry closed.— 

My trembling fteps fhe led 

To tha4 accurfed bed * 

Then— wretched infant, curft e'erhorft, 

In gaining life, loft and forlorn, 

Wh# defert lancU^what favage cave, 

While I in madnefs writhe and agonizing rave, 

Shall hear thy firft poor feeble cries ? 

Shall give to hated light thy more detefted eyes i 

By what name (halt thou be ftiFd ? — 
Art thou brother ? art thou child ? 
I feel thee here — with wild affright, 
The monfter foon fhall fee the light. — 
What Stygian pow^r thy fate commands ? 
What impious deeds await thy little hands ? 
Thy mother's doom no more fhall feem the worft, 
When thou fhalt rife, more guilty and more curft. 
The monflrous legends, fabled crimes, * 
The ftory'd pangs of other times 
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Shall live in thee.— The filler Fiends, that wait, 

At Pluto's triplq gate, 

Quench their flaming brands, in blood, 

And , with the baneful wood, 

O'er the portal of his halls, 

Along the flamertndn&or'd walls, 

In characters of woe defcribe thy fate.— — 

—She ceas'd— From HeaVn the lightning came, 

And wrapt her round, in fheets of flame* 

Etherial mifchief, facred fire, 

Weapon of th' Almighty's ire, 

Pevours the vitals ; fcorches thro 9 the veins \ 

The folid melts ; the fluid drains. 

Tis don e t is <lon e 

All human form is gone. 
And Mtrrha lies, a fpeflacle of wrath, 
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ABSENCE, 



St THE SAME. 

1 F when the lover quits the boVrs 
That hold the fov'reign of his heart* 
He goes affiled by mutual love, 
That dear aflurance gilds his hours ; 
Tho' doom'd by Heav'n awhile to part, 
And doom'd o'er diftant plains to rove, 

Hope goes companion of his Way, 

And bids him forward glance his eyes, 
The dawn of rifing good to Fee ; 
And hails the glad revolving day, 

When love, for all his pangs and fighs, 
Shall pay him back withufury. 



( rf ) 

Thro 9 fairy fcenes, th' enchanted mind 
Purlues th' ideal form of good, 
And revels in delightfome boVrs ; 
Finds the dear maid all-melting kind, 
In deep recefles of the wood, 

Orlanguifhing on beds of floVrs. 

But tell me, lovers, how the night, 

Muft wear with him, and how the morn, 
Who leaving her he prizes dear, 
And reft of hope's all-cheering light ; 
Muft wander wild and weep forlorn, 
And Doubt at once and Abfence bear? 
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A. 



AN ELEGY, 



By THE SAME. 

W ITH placid march the flecpy river flows, 
And cots, and herds, and groves it's mirror fhows j 
It fees with rev'rence, on it's verdant fide, 
Eliza's dwelling rife in Gothic pride. 
With trembling pace how oft my eager feet 
Have trac'd the woods that gird the gloomy feat ? 
Spite of myfelf, by magic influence drawn, 
For weary hours I watch'd the ling'ring dawn ; 
And oft invok'd, yet fear'd, the morning light, 
That gave her beauties to my dazzled fight. 

All, all the vital energies confin'd — 
One darling objeft fills my brooding mind ; 
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To nought befide my thoughts and organs free* 
The charms of Nature are not charms for me ; 

The goods of Heav'n alas ! they only teach 

The want of bleffiiigs I muft never reach : 

Fond of my bane, a ficldy joy I prove 

To feed my full-fwoln heart with draughts of love.— « 

Oh feldom feen ! and then with trembling viewM ! 
With humble zeal und hallow'd awe purfued ! 
Proftrate I bend, while thou art thron'd on high ; 
Thy heav'nly luftre wounds my feeble eye : 
Rev'rent and feldom, thus, with trembling pace ; 
The Hebrew Pontiff fought the holy place ; 
Once in the year unveiPd the myftic fhrine, 
And caught, with rapt'rous glance, the beam divine - y 
Ador'd the bright eflulgence, and retir'd \ 
Then, diftant, worihipp'd, with th' idea fir'd, 
In filent raptures breathUan holy holy flame, 
For pious awe fuppreft the Maker's name : 
Myfterious word ! with awe by cherubs fung ! 
Too high, too holy for a mortal tongue. 

And I if weak and wretched man may dare 

And earthly with an heav'nly love compare- 
No— never fhali my voice or rhymes impart 
The mighty fecret of th* adoring heart. 



( *9 ) 

What glorious form attra£b my longing eyes ? 
"What fruitlefs wifhes prompt th' unwearied fighs? 
And yet 'tis vain— for in my verfe pourtray'd 
Lives the bright image of the worfhipp'd maid ; 
Such beams, as ne'er round other woman (hone, 
Senfe, virtues, beauty join'd, in her alone. 
Oh faireft, brighteft i vainly would my flames 

Conceal their objeft under borrowM names : 

, Who can, like thee, poetic rage infpire, 
Exalt with wonder, and to frenzy fire 
Each feeling heart ! In thee fhall Clara find 
Th' ennobled nature, and the polifh'd mind ; 
The gen'rous purpofe of th* angelic breaft, 
In fofteft founds add apteft phrafe expreft ; 
The radiant face, that mocks the painter's art, 
The dove-like eyes, that peaceful lightnings dart. 
Ye gentle fpirits, fhould th' enamour'd lay 
With feeble ftrokes the fecret heart pourtray ; 
Forbear to publiih what ye find reveal'd, 
The myftic truth, from vulgar fouls conceal'd : 
Forbid it, Heav'n, the common herd fhould dare 
With tongues unhailow'd but to name my fair. 
My foul abhors the groveling, fordid band, 
That mock the love they cannot underftand ; 
Unfeeling World ! thy feliifh fons deride 
..Love's gen'rous woes, and agonizing pride. 

C 



( *> ) 

To future maidens, that fhall join their tears, 
Should thefe poor {trains furvive in other years, 
(And fure they may — from all-devouring time 
The Queen of love may fnatch the votive rhyme, 
And o'er her bard the radiant cloud expand 
That veil'd ^Eneas from the Grecian hand. # 
And fruftrate Death, that his all-conquering blow 
Shall lay the man, but not the poet low) 
Warm from the foul, my numbers fhall impart 
Love's puiflant empire o'er the feeling heart ; 
What heights he foars, with beam celefldal fiVd, 
Where never wifhes, never hopes afpirM ; 
And yet how low, by ftrange, defpotic law, 
He bends, in humble fear, and halloVd awe. 

Eliza, can thine high-born worth defcend 
To view the lover in thine humble friend ; 
The thought almoft a facrilege appears, 
Yet hope will fometimes blaze, thro' gloomy fears ; 
To Heav'n of Heav'ns will waft the madding foul, 
And feaft on future good without control. 

* Diomede. 



( 21 ) 



TO 



D T, 



WHO HAD A SCAR ON HER BREAST. 



By THE SAME; 

\3 H ! tell not me her heart is cold, 
Soft, foft as Venus' dove •, 

Her heart the gentleft wifh can hold, 
Her heart is made for love. 

For on her breaft I chanc'd to fpy 
A fear, from Cupid's dart ; 

A neft, where little Cupids lie, 
In ambufli for the heart. 
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Oh ! if to touch that hallowM place 
My happy lips might dare, 

I would not wake a fingle Grace, 
Or Love, that neftles there. 

Should on my lips one Love remain, 

Fail clinging like a bee ; 
Sweeteft, FU kifs thy breaft again, 

And give him back to thee. 



( *3 ) 



HOPE and FEAR. 



Br THE SAME. 



WARM Hope, cold Fear, high church, and low 

Within my breaft contend ; 
And Devil take me, if I know 

How the debate will end ; — 



While Love, that with refiftlefs might ; ■ 

Has ever fway'd my life, n 

Alternate fiding in the fight, 
Embroils the mortal ftrife. 

_ 

Says, Hope, with felf-important air, 

" Why thus at diftance ftand ? 
« Come, brum up boldly to the fair, 

<c With courage afk her hand. 
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" The bafhful air, the timid qualm 
« Will ne'er her liking move ; 

" In war 'tis courage gains the palm, 
€ * It wins the prize of Love. 



4 

€ * Kind looks, foft words may rapture give, 
" And charming are her fmiles j 

€t But fay — can ardent paffion live, 
" On looks, and words, and fmiles i n 

< 
"With trembling pace, cold wrinkled Fear, 

With fhrugs and downcaft eyes, 

Says — " think not thou the port fo near, 

« That ftiil, far diftant lies. 



[!£.« u Slow patience was to human minds 
!' ft For high achievements giv'n $ 

u Thus Alchemy the fecret finds, 
*.. , " And faints afcend to Heav'n. 



■v ■* 



'T* i 






w Better, thofe looks and fmiles retain, 
j* '< Than, by fome daring plan, 

t « Convert her kindnefs to difdain, 
€€ And live a banifli'd man." 



* % 
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Says Hope — " 'twas rafhnefs that obtain'd 

€€ A world for Amnion's fbn 5 
€€ And oft from woman, has it gain'd 

« A prize worth all he won. 

€( Love, faithful Love, the place iupplies 

« Of ev*ry charm befide ; 
« Can fteal from prudes their dear difguife, 

" From haughty nymphs their pride." 

* 

Says Fear « The flow and cautious aim 

« Will mark the wife man's way 5 

« And deathlefs in that Roman's name, 
" Who conquer'd by delay. 

€€ Let Hope and Vanity combine, 

" And both united tell, 

«« Is any one endowment thine, 

« To win fo bright a belle i" 

Says Hope « The Miftrefs of thy fate 

" Thine humble mufe approves 5 — 

*' And fay — can fhe the vot'fift hate ? 
" When {he th' oblation loves. 



-* 



r 



» • 






is;-- 



» n 



( 26 ) 

" Her words breathe foft as genial air, 
" Her looks to cheer thee fhine ; 

" Love's tender bloflbms promife feir ; 
" And fhall no fruit be thine ?" 

Says Fear — " Adoring throngs have bow'd 
cc And clouds of incenfe giv'n ; 

" Yet one alone of all the croud, 
" Was wafted up to Heaven. 

■ €€ Bright funs and genial breezes reach, 

" Alike, the high and low ; 
t* And autumn, with the gen'rous peach, 

« Matures th' ungrateful floe/' 

' Thus, to and fro, like tennis ball, 
They bandy my poor foul ; 
Reafon, as arbitrefs I call, 
To limit their control : 



•». • 



But Reafon, with a fcornful glance, 
.-'.*'*> Swears — fhe'll no longer ftay ; 

So, I muft fairly truft to chance, 

■*- 

As umpire of the fray. 
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( 2 7 ) 



ON THE 



RETURN of SPRING. 



Br the same. 

JN O W Heaven its choiceft dew-drop £heds, 
And nature now with beauty weds ; 
Like holy oil, the vernal fhowY 
Defcends upon their nuptial hour ; 
Their children are voluptuous gales, 
That rove and wanton thro' the vales, 
The painted birds, the laughing flowers, 
And fhrubs that twine in fylvan bow'rs. 
Now health, with mountain herbage crown'd, 
Summons the little breezes round, 
And bids them to their talk repair, 
To cleanfe, and fan the balmy air, 
And pour, from many a fairy hand, 
Delight and plenty thro* the land : 



■ i ' 
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Now, ev'ry little plant has crept 
From winter cells, where long it flept, 
And wonders at the vernal beam, 
And gladly drinks the dewy ftream, 
To make its filken buds more gay 
And deck the general pomp of May : 
Abroad the foul of beauty flies, 
And earth informs, and flood, and ikies > 
From all things round it fpeaks delight, 
To touch, and hearing, fmell, and fight ; 
The virgin's charms, the whifp'ring gale, 
The flow'rs, the birds, the cultur'd vale. 

How different far my fpring of life ? 
Defpair of reafon, pafiion's ftrife; 
Defire, with wild, tumultuous blafts, 
Each bed and faireft moment waftes •, 
Its happieft hours, its faireft prime, 
Can boaft but barren fhoots of rhyme, 
The plans, where follies vainly toil, 
And aims, that thoufand trifles foil. 

But, Friendfhip, fpread thy facred flow'rs, 
And thrive and twine in fhady bow'rs, 
To grief and toil a friendly feat, 
In fortune's cold, and pafiion's heat ; 



( 2 P ) 

They time alone, and care demand, 
And widely fpread, and firmly (land ; 
Their ftems diffiife an healing balm, 
And being's fierceft anguifh calm. 
They beft the path of life adorn 
And yet they fometimes bear a thorn. 



* 
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( 30 ) 



D V I C E 



TO 



D Y, 



By THE SAME. 

X ELL me Mir a, tell me truly, 
Haft thou ever learn'd to love ? 
If thou haft not, afk it duly, 
Afk it of the pow'rs above. 

Love, dear Mir a, is a bleffing ; 

Love adorns the brighteft fair, 
More than all the arts of dreffing, 

More than gold and jewels rare. 

Love infpires delicious languor, 
Gives the foft bewitching tone, 

Healing grief and foothing anger, 
Making ev'ry heart its own. 



fou. 






( 3* ) 

Love, that evYy living creature 
With foft blandifbment fupplles, 

Lightens in the human feature, 
Laughs in darling woman's eyes. 

Now, he glows in mantling blufhes, 
Now, with meaning glance beguiles, 

Now o'er all the frame he nifties, 
Now retires in radiant fmilcs. 



Sweet are Phoebus' parting traces 
In th* empurpled weftern iky, 

And the ftreamlet, as it pafles, 
Leaves the flow'rs a fweeter die ; 



Sweeter traces, joy and pleafure, 
Parting, on the face beftow ; 

And what joys, in height and meafure, 
Equal thofe that lovers know ? 

TTou are now divinely handfome, 
But, would you refiftlefs prove, 

Charm us beyond pow*r of ranfom, 
Mira, you muft learn to love. 



• » 
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Lov'd and loving, blefs'd and bleffing, 
Tranfports tingling in each vein, 

Grace divine, beyond exprefling, 
O'er thy form and face would reign. 

TTis not ev'ry foul, that merits 
Love's delightful gifts to fhare ; 

No — he flies the fordid fpirits, 
Stain'd with bafe and vulgar care. 

Love, th' ennobled mind adorning, 
Rifes o'er the felfifh fchool, 

Fame and worldly wifdom fcorning 
Of the hypocrite, and fool. 

Mir a, to his foft dominion 

Give thy perfon, heart, and foul ; 
Fly from Fortune's gilded minion, 

Only yield to Love's control. 

Mir a, would you chufc a poet 
From the fond admiring throng ; 

I can love, and I can fhow it, 
Show it both in profe and fong. 



( 33 ) , 

Thoufandsyott may meet more worthy, 
But in love I yield to none ; 

I could die with pleafure for thee, 
I would live for thee alone. 

I could love thee, no man better, 
Might I hope the leaft return ; 

But thy fmile muft gild the fetter, 
Mir a, ere by me 'tis worn. 



( 34 ) 
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ELEGY, 



OCCASIONED BT A LADY* 5 DESIRING THE AUTHOR TO ADDRESS' SOME 

VERSES TO BEE, 



By THE SAME, 

' WHILE gainfili ftudies fill the void of time, 

And foberint'reft bids adieu to rhyme, 

Doom'd to the mine, from pits obfcure, I draw 

i 

The coftly treafures of myfterious law, 
Where fenfe lies buried, in the drofs profound 
Of vain diftinftions hid, and barb'rous found ; 
And mighty minds, to puny aims confin'd, 
Like the ftrong Danite in a prifon grind ; 
'Midft the loud labours of the wordy war, 
The venal clamours, of the brawling bar, 
What fudden glory gilds the darkling hour ! 
I feel — I feel thee — Beauty's myftic powV ! 
Ne'er fhali my foul thy gentle fway refufe, 
Ne'er fliall thine influence want my ready mufe : 



( 35 ) 

Awhile, forgive me, facred third of gain, 

Miranda calls me from the toiling train ;. 

Again to bathe my thirfty lip, fhe brings 

The fparkling cryftal from Caftalian fprings •, 

And now, £he takes my long-forgotten lyre, 

Explores each flop, and tunes the golden wire ; 

Say fhall my lyre fo bright a theme refiife, 

The faireft fubjeft for the happieft mufe ? 

The looks, the fmiles refufe, that might reward 

The Heav'n-taught deicant of a royal bard ; 

Hear me not, prudence, while the truant fong 

Again enrolls me, with the rhyming throng > 

One votive ftrain, ye tuneful maids, impart, 

One farewell leflbn of your magic art $ 

The magic art, that fairy fceoes difplay'd, 

In airy pomp the fylphid forms array'd, 

And Fancy's children born, of plaftic mind, 

Sweet fportive elves, in laughing groupes combin'd : 

Then be your books, like Pro sper's volumes drown'd, 

And broke the wand, that call'd illufions round. 

And yet — howrafh* to fing Miranda's charms; 
My heart, my foolHh heart may feelth' alarms 
Of vain defire — and Clara's image fade, 
And fade the faith I plighted to her fhade. 

D 
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Too well my foul the powV of beauty knows, 
Within my veins no temp'rate current flows ; 
The mufe's boon may prove a "poifon'd dart 
My rhymes a fnare to catch the poet's heart. 
Can I, eVn I, with cold indifF'rence fee, 
Arm'd as I am in love of liberty, 
The radiant face, that mocks the painter's flcill, 
The beaming eyes that lambent lightnings fill* 
The form encircled with etherial fire, 
That fpeaks enchantment and that breathes defire. 
But when the foft, warm coral opes, and {haws " 
The beauteous iv'ry, plac'd in even rows j 
When foft perfuafion feraph fmiles difpenfe, 
And founds melodious heighten poiifiYd fenfe ; 
What aftive thought can fly the bland control, 
What icy armour can fecure the foul ? 



But friendfliip pours no panegyric lays, 
And fenfe, like thine, requires no vulgar praife : 
Around thy form, what Loves and Graces ftray, 
Balk in thy fmiles, and thro* thy trefles play, 
Thy glafs can tell, — and tell a thoufand times, 
In livelier tones than all a poet's rhymes. 
Spontaneous, pure, meandring from the heart, 
Flows the free ftrain, that friendly thoughts impart, 
¥*- ' While adulation, with fantaftic fkill, 

In founding jetties waftes the tortur'd rill, 



( 37 ) 

Gentle and foft within its bank it flows, 
To bathe the violet and refrefh the rofe ; 
Sudden and fierce, to ravage and devour 
Burfts the wild ftream impetuous wifhes pour. 

Extremes alike my temp'rate verfe difclaims, 
The flatt'rer's coldnefs, and the lover's flames ; 
Carelefs and void of felfifh art it bears 
My friendly wiflies to Miranpa's ears. — 
May all her days in tranquil pleafures roll, 
Bright as her eyes, and gentle as her foul \ 
O may no pangs of paflion ill repay'd, 
Or keen ingratitude her peace invade ; 
Nor, late repentant, let her feeling mind 
The gloomy tyrant in the lover find : 
But when that day, which ladies wifh, yet fear, 
To Hymen's altar fhall his vot'ry bear, 
May Love propitious lead fome gentle youth, 
Adorn'd with virtues, and infpir*d with truth, 
Thy form fhall ev'ry where adorers find — 
But fenfe be his, to prize thy polifh'd mind ; 
Nor may the Graces their bright gifts withhold 
Nor Fate refufe that ufeful mifchief— Gold. — 
That caufe and inftrumerit of thoufand crimes 
Is Virtue's guard in thefe degen'rate times. 

D2 



( 3» ) 



THE 



DELPHIC FIRE 1 . 



By THE SAME. 

O'ER Hymcttus flow'ry head 
When the Perfian myriads fpread, 
From her neck, with happy (broke, 
Athens fmote the galling yoke. — 



* Ab this poem is perhaps ibmewhat obfcure, it may not be amift to 
afford it an explanatory note.— After the battle of Platea, in which the 
Perfian army was routed, the Spartans and Athenians contended 
warmly for the honour of erecting a trophy : at length, to avoid a rup- 
ture, that privilege was conceded to the Plateans : the Athenians 
confulted the oracle about a proper facrifice of thankfgiving for their 
victory ; and were ordered to ere£t an altar to Jove the Deliverer ; 
but not to offer facrifices on it, until they had quenched the fire all 
thro' their country, becauie it had been prophaned by the Perfians, 
and brought pure fire from Delphos. The magiftrates went round, 
and compelled all perfons in the territory of Platea to extinguifh their 



( 39 ) 

Then, to tell the noble ftory, 
Rofe the fane to Jove and glory t 
Deck'd with laurels fet in blood 
Freedom's awful temple flood — 
Sacred, unpolluted fires 
Eleutherian Jove requires ; 
Athens quench'd within her bound 
Ev'ry fire that Perfia own'd, 
That had gleam'd— polluted light !— 
For Perfia warm, for Perfia bright. 
Delphos lent her hallowM flame ;-** . 
Where the Perfian never came, 
Spotlefs from barbarian fway, 
Pure it gleam'd, a free-born ray. 

Let the youth who feeks to prove 
What is paffion, what is love ; 
Who would feel a gen'rous flame, 
Would the pride of loving claim ; 

fires. Euchidas a Platean, undertook to bring pure fire with all 
poiGble expedition from Delphos. He fet out accordingly, and when 
he arrived there, leaving made luftration, fprinkled himfelf with pure 
water, and, being crowned with laurel, took fire from the altar :— he ran 
back to Platea, and reached home before fun-fct, having performed in 
one day a journey of one thoufand ftadia, about one hundred and thirty- 
miles; he {aluted his fellow citizens, delivered the facred fire, and, fall- 
ing down, fuddenly expired. 

See Plutarch, Life of Aristides. ^* 
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Let him quench the fordid fires, 
Worldly wifhes, bafe defines, 
Ev'ry fpark diftain'd, of old, 
By thefavage love of gold. — 
Let him from the virgin's eyes, 
Soothing words, and melting fighs, 
Gentle feelings void of art, * 
Catch the fpark, to warm his heart. 
Ev*ry throb and evYp-glow 
Lojre muft kindle, love beftow, 
All his other hopes and fears 
Let him quench, with anurous tears. 
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TO 
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. ...J.' . . • .... .!/' 



YOUNG LADY, 



» ' 1 . 



* > ■ 



WITH A B6DQJ7ET. 



By M. 

JL HE fun no more his fummer radiance pours, 
No longer darts around his plaftic ray \ 

No longer ripens rich Pomona's ftores, 

Nor bids expanding flowerets charm the day : 

Yet fee— thefe floors amid the winter's cold 
- In all the charms of vernal fweetnefe glow* 
Difdain by frozen ikies to be controll'd, 

And fweetly bloom beneath impending fnow. 
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Virtue no longer animates mankind, 
No more the warm, heroic bofom fires ; 

No longer in the gentle female mind 
The fbfter virtues of the fex infpires. 

Yet, in this age, by ev'ry vice debas'd, 
One friend I boaft, whofe foul, unftain'd by art, 

Is blefs'd with fenfe, good humour, and with tafte, 
And evVy virtue of a feeling heart. 






Go, then, fweet flowVs, and grace my fav'rite fair ; 

And while upon her fnowy breaft reclin'd, 
To all, who view your blooming charms, declare, 

You're but an emblem of Dorinda's mind. 
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TO 



THE SAME. 



cV 



on Her 



STREWING HER BED WITH ROSES. 



Bt the same. 

V/N rofy beds the Queen of beauty lay 

"When with her charms flie blefe'd the God of day : 

A rofy bed our love-fick mother preft, 

And dream'd fhe clalp'd her Adam to her breaft. 

When laughing Graces deck'd Dorind a's bed, 

And blufhing rofes there their fragrance Jhed, 

Confefs, dear girl, nor think your friend will blame, 

Was it reality, or but a dream ? 




(44 ) 



TO 



A D Y, 



) 



WHO WAS AFRAID OF THUNDER, \ 



ByR. 



.* . . W H Y does Cecilia's bofom beat 

"With idle, fancied fear ; 
W ^" Say can flie entertain a doubt 
- ; Of HeayVs proteffing care. ? 

Say, will/ not that«AlnKghty raft 
Who bids the lightnings fly, 

Proteft the objeft of his love* 
Ufao* fire enwrap the Iky ? 

\ ■ ' 
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What, tho* the thunders roll aloud, 

Tis but by his command ; 
Who fheds ten thoufand bleflings round, 

And glads the fmiling land. 



Amid the thunder's awful found 
Methinks a voice I hear, 

Which thus proclaims to all around* 

» 

€t That virtue needs not fear. 



* c _jyis guilt alone, that needs to dread 
HeavVs keen, all-fearching eye ; 
blaze of burning worlds 
€€ Tis gSilt alone needs fly." 




f #«Tis2Si 



Then truft, my friend, in that dread Pow*r 

Who can thy life maintain ; 
And nobly fcorn fuch idle fears, 

As impotent and vain. 

Thy virtue may behold, unmoVd, 

The glories of the iky ; 
And all its awful beauties view 

With an undaunted eye. 



>V< 
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Tho' threatening thunders fluke the poles, 
Tho' lightnings flafh on high, 

i 

Tho 9 earth difclofe her trembling womb, 
And fea unite with iky ; 

Amid the dread, tremendous ftorm 
God's gracious care could lave; 

And thou might'ft fit, and fmile fecure, 
Tho' Nature found her grave. 

But of that guardian care bereft, 

"We breathe empoifbn'd air ; 
And in the fafeft path we tread, 

We meet the fatal fnare* 



Then let no foolifh fears difturb 
L- * ' The quiet of thy breaft ; 

; :" * For in thy God's protecting care 
Thou may*ft fecurely reft. 
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( 47 ) 



TO 



D Y, 



WHO BROUGHT HOME HER LITTLE SON FEOM A VftlEND's HOUSE 
WHERE HE HAD BEEN FOE. A FEW OATS. 



ByL 



You, 



who to friendfhip's facred flame pretend, 
And yet can coolly lacerate a friend ; 
Who boaft your heart, and yet without remorfe, 
Can cut off hope, the wretch's laft refource : 
Hear, and confefs the juftnefs of my grief, 
And, if you yet can feel, extend relief. 
Tear after year Fve tried each female art, 
To change my name, and conquer one poor heart ; 
For this in various forms my hair I fpread, 
And bore the burning iron on my head ; 
For this I went abroad at ev'ry call, 
I pray'd at church, or flirted at a ball ; 
Each rifing fun with hope infpiry my breaft, 
Each falling night my vanity repreft ; 



ic 
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Till, tir'd at length, I cenfur'd all mankind 

« 

As vain, as trifling, ignorant or blind. 
Juft then your fon, your young Alexis came, 
To call me wife, and fave his fex from ihame ; 
With love and gratitude my bofom glowM, 
And ev'ry aft my fond attention fhew'd. 
For him with care I chofe the browneft meat, 
And with a double portion heap'd his plate ; 
When I the luncheon to each youngfter bore, 
His thicker piece was niecely butter'd o'er, 
With fiigar fpread, and with glafs windows grae'd, 
To pleafe his eye, and captivate his tafte : 
When I prepar'd the gift of China's grove ; „ 
His fweeter cup confeft the hand of love ; 
Oft have I fnatchM him from impending harms, 
i And fav'd him from his brother's ftronger arms ; 
s»_ To him, what tales ,of fairies have I told, 
V* : . . Of peerlefs ladies, and of princes bold : 
'I by fuch care the want of charms fupplied, 
And Lovebeftow'd what Nature has denied. 
Thus, from the rifing to the fetting fun, 
In facial joy our days roll'd calmly on ; 
When you, ah cruel ! tore him from my heart, 
Compell'd without one fond adieu to part : 
r' And, to add poignance to fevereft woe, 

. ©blig'd his very dinner to forego : 
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Ah ! barb'rous parent ! and more barb'rous friend ! 

Thus at one ftroke my happinefs to end ; 

Leave me expos'd to happier fair ones fheers, 

A rival's pity, or a witling's jeers : 

For this, may all the various charms you boaft, 

Be in another's riling graces loft; 

Yes, yes, I fee the hour approaching faft, 

When your attractions fhall be all furpaft ; 

Tour fportive wit, which now unrivall'd plays, 

Shall foon be loft in Mir a's brighter blaze ; 

The winning fmile, which now adorns your face, 

Shall play on MirA's lips with double grace ; 

Nay, eVn your heart, by ev'ry one confeft, 

To be the warmeft, kindeft and the beft, 

In Mir a's breaft its equal muftconfefs, 

And fhare with her the palm of tendernefs : 

With rapture I anticipate the day 

Which fhall the anguifh that I feel repay. 

But oh ! no vengeance can my hopes reftore, 
See, at your feet your pity I implore j 
Oh ! let companion touch your feeling mind, 
Refume yourfelf, be merciful and kind : 
Torn from my love, and tortur'd with defpair, 
I rave in curfes, or I weep in pray'r : 
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If not my pray*rs, let dread of vengeance move. 
And yield to fear, what you refufe to love : 
Do but reftore him to his faithful wife, 
Ten thoufand pleafures fhall attend his life j 
For him whole cakes of gingerbread Fll buy, 
And gilded too, to captivate his eye \ 
For him what tarts, what dainties will I make, 
The fweet plumb-pudding or well-buttered cake & 
To him not earth fhall make me fcx tfatnje, 
Unlefs perchance a bigger lover woo ; 
Without him fhall my life in grief be paft, 
Nor will I ever marry — —if traaik'd. 



r 
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TO 



Mrs. PECKWE'LL, 



VHO BAD ORDtRED TOE WHITER TO DRAW A CHARACTER Of 



Doctor PECKWELL, 



A± A PENANCE. 



By THE SAME. 



J. N Britain's ifle ! — in George's polifh'd days ! — 
Ten years a wife, yet like your hufband's praife ! — 
With more furprize this miracle I view, 
Than all the wonders that Judea knew. — 
Tho' his ftrong faith can triumph o'er the tomb, 
And fhed refulgence thro' the fiin'ral gloom ; 
Can conquer death, and thus the mound remove 
That ftands between us and a Saviour's love — 
Tho' hispurg'd lips are touch'd with hallow'd fires — 
Tho' the bleft fpirit ev'ry word infpires, 
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And gives him pow'r the guilty to appall, 
Support the weak, the wanderer recall, 
Guide the faint foul along this thorny road, 
And point its paflage to the arms of God— 
Tho* livelieft graces in his manners fhine, 
And all the arts his polifh'd foul refine — 
Tho 9 beauty, grace, and dignity combin'd 
Are but the index to his fairer mind- 
Yet — that a Wife her paffion fhould retain, 
That you fhould dare to make the fcripture vain, 
Might make our infidels adopt the creed, 
Or Chriftians doubt the miracles they read. 

From love or anger has this penance fprung, 
To fee me fail, or hear his praifes fijng ? 
None but Apelles copied tjhe Grecian * paint, 
And from my hand can you expect a faint ? — 
To draw him truly would, at once, require 
An age of knowledge and a poet's fire : 
Yet, fince you bid, I trembling take the pen, 
Tis but a fketch, until he fits again ; 
To fum each virtue in a fingle line-— 
His foul was form'd the counterpart of thine, 

* Alexander the Great, 
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ON 



REBUS, 



WRITTEN BT STELLA, 

Bt W******. T**». J****. Es<fe 

JL HE carelefs words in wild diforder fhine, ' 
But dang'rous magic lurks in ev'ry line ; 
In gentile Seward, Andre lives to fame, 

And Stella fheds a radiance round my name > ** , 

But verfe and beauty too refiftlefs prove, ** 

Her fong exalts me— but I die from love. 

* 

Such was the fong that built the Theban wall, 
But fuch the charms that made proud Dion fall ; 
Loft, on fuch eyes did Britifh Edward gaze, 
When Blanche and Warwick vaniih'd in their blaze ; 
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Such guiltlefs Adam from allegiance drove, 

His life the forfeit, but th' achievement, love ; 

Such to loft Antony cou'd joys difpence, 

Their price, the world j their (miles, his recompence, 



i 

i 






Venus in vain on Ida keeps her court, 
To Stella now the fniiling loves refort; 
And thoufand fwains in rapturous notes fhall tell 
That wit and beauty at R*** S***** dwell. 
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TO 



/A, 



ON HER RECEIVING THE PRECEDING LINES. 

By I. 

JL HINK not, dear maid, the youth fincere, 
Becaufe his numbers fmoothly flow ; 
The breaft, that's fill'd with tender fear, 
Could never fweetly fing its woe. 

Did he the pangs of paffion firove, 

'■■■V 
No graces in his lay would fhine ; j. ; -* 

For, while he fought to tell his love, 

Its genuine fears would mar the line. 

The poet, from its rage fecur'd, 

The fcorching lightning well may fing ; 
If he the fatal flame endur'd, 

Say could he ftrike the tuneful firing. 
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Believe not then the Poet's pain, 
He never knows a real flame j 

And tho' he breathes the love-lick (train, 
He feels no pafEon, but for fame. 

When rocks {hall hear the poet's ftrain, 
And brutes his magic call obey ; 

When the fweet lyre fhail calm the main, 
And dolphins anfwer to the lay j 

Then may unite the hawk and dove, 
A myrtle wreathe the mufes wear ; 

Thin may Apollo join with Love, 
And a bard's paffion be fincere. 
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PROLOGUE, 

% 

* TO THE 

TRAGEDY of C A T O, 

PERFORMED FOR THE BENEFIT OF 

CLERGYMEN'S WIDOWS. 

By the Rev. Dean EVELYN. 

U NUS'D to kneel, untrain'd in arts of woe, 
With tears which ftruggling fhame forbids to flow, 
No common mourners intereft our fcene ; 
We plead diftrefs beyond its pow*r to feign. 
Tis yours toraife them, fan their hopelefs fires, 
And while you blefs the fons forgive the fires 
Who nobly carelefs, heap'd no hoarded cheft, 
But fiVd on one reverfion fcorn'd the reft. 
Ye gentle youths who, with obfervant eyes, 
Sigh for the fair and fondly hope fhe fighs ; 
Ye fair who love's firft fweet emotions prove, 
Nor know thofe fweet emotions fpring from love, 
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Thofe anxious breafts which claim your tender cares, 
Once throb'd with other hopes — with other fears ! 
Like yours y their infant paffion firft begun 
But O may yours ne'er end as theirs have done ! 

To you, fele&ed fpirits, next we bend, 
Wbofe high conceptions nobler views extend ; 
Who greatly, overpowYd by love of fame, 
Slight life's fhort lamp for her eternal flame 
'Tis thus on focial virtue's wings we rife, 
Emerge from earth's cold fliade and feize the ikies. 
From focial virtue fprings each godlike deed, 
Her gen'rous impulfe made the Roman bleed, 
Enriches Addifon's immortal vein, 
And forms an audience worthy of the fcene. 

Oh, glorious talk ! with Heaven itfelf to (hare, 
Adopt her children and divide her care. 
Oh pleafing talk ! to flop the riling figh, 
Flulh the wan cheek and light the faded eye : 
The widow's, orphan's hapjpinefs to plan, 
And prove humanity the boaft of man ! 
This the rare boaft to greatnefs feldom known, 
With tafte peculiar, Dorfet * makes his own, 

* Duke of Dorfet, at that time Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 
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Who thron'd, fublime, on fortune's fplendid wheel, 

Yet ftoops to miferies he cannot feel ; 

Prevents the public pray*r before they fue, 

Difpells falfe fears, and mitigates the true : 

For thefe deferts, if Dorfet's name be fung, 

As each warm heart fhall prompt the faithful tongue, 

Still to his glory be this truth confeft : 

Who emulates his virtue praifes beft. 
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SENT TO 



D Y, 



WITH A PRESENT OF 



MYRTLE. 



By CHRISTOPHER TEMPLE EMMET, E»<fe 

V-/N C E on a time, as poets tell, 
And poets, Aire, knew old times well, 
When Ample fwains and virgins fair 
Tended in vales their fleecy care, 
^Vnd each, like the wild flocks they fed, 
On earth's foft lap reclin'd their head ; 
Then Jove, for Jove o'er Ida reign'd, 
On Ida's top the Gods conven'd ; 
And each God, e'er th' aflembly rofe, 
Some Tree from hill or valley chofe, 
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Jove took the Oak, a tree divirt*! 
And little Bacchus took the Vine ; 
The Laurel Phoebus made his care, 
For ftill he Wd the Flying Fair 5 
The Olive pleas'd the blue-eyM Maid ; 
But Venus chofethe Myrtle's {hade. 



S 



Firft Jove arofe, and firft he fpoke, 
And gifted thus his chofen Oak ; 
« O'er all the mountains thou fhalt reign, 
" And fpread thy branches to the plain \ 
*f High on the hills, my Oak fhall rife 
u And, firft of trees, approach the Ikies : 
'* In vain loud ftorms and rattling hail 
€S Thy leafy honours fhall aflail $ 
<c But, in the Dodonaean grove, 
*' Men fhall thy pow*r prophetic prove ; 
€C While priefts in holy madnefs wait 
€i To catch from thee the voice of fate ;«— 
€i And thou fhalt grace the watry plain, - 
** Long as Britannia rules the main, 
w Her floating bulwark thou fhalt prove, 
u To Britain facred — and to Jove." 

Next Bacchus to his Vine began, 
«* Sweet Tree ! which fmooths each care of man j 
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" To thee fhall truth her altars raife, 

« Parent of mirth and child of eafe, 

« By thee fhall dull referve be drown'd, 

" When with thy fruit the cup is crown'd ; 

cc Thy floods fhall fright away defpair, 

cc Dazzle deep thought, and drown old care ; 

« c And all, who feel the force of wine, 

<f Shall pay due honours to my Vine; 

« For thou can'ft ev'ry grief deftroy, 

u And, in their place, plant ev'ry joy." 

Apollo, too, his Tree difpla/d, 
And, fpeaking, wept the Penian maid; 
u Henceforth 'tis will'd, fair favour'd Tree I 
u Each honeft breaft fhall beat for thee ; 
cc And who feel fame's pure kindling fire 
€i To thy green honours fhall afpire ; 
« Thy leaves fhall prove the victor's praife, 
<c And facred make the poet's lays ; 
*', Thy wreaths fhall twine the champion round, 
<c And conqueft, with thy boughs, be crown'd. 

Minerva, thus, her Tree addreft ; 
f< When man by war's black fcourge are preft, 
iC And difcord, high in air, difplays 
" Her bloody torch and wafteful blaze, 



» ' 



( <*3 ) 

« My Olive fliall its branches wave, 

« To fnatch from death the bold and brave ; 

<c No more the trembling maid fliall weep, 

€€ Nor frightful vifions fcatter fleep ; 

€€ No ftarting fair, with faded cheek, 

u Her promis'd love in Vain fliall feek ; 

cc No more the orphan's tears fliall flow, 

t€ Nor death awake the widow's woe ; 

« To white rob'd Peace fliall Terror yield 

€t His gorgon creft and fnake-hung fhield ; 

cc Nor, fallen, view th' enfanguin'd plain 

€€ And .whirl his car o'er heaps of flain ; 

€€ But fiiry pale fliall learn to ceafe, — 

€t My Olive ftill the pledge of peace. 

tiaft, Venus took her Myrtle fair, 
And dreft each fprig with happy care ; 
u For thou fhalt be fupremely bleft, 
<c And far more favoured than the reft : 
« In future times her care you'll prove 
cc Who reigns on earth the Queen of love ; 
« For her my Myrtle I defign, 
" To her I'll give whate'er is mine ; 
€C In proof whereof, her waift around 
* * With my own ceftus fhall be bound ; 
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« At prefent, you'll remain with me— 

* Hereafter, one more fair you'll fee ; 

c « And each new day and each new year, 

€t In beauties new like hef, appear, 

u UnftdlyM as her native truth, 

" And blooming like her op'jrfng youth; 

u Perhaps, with gentle hand, fhe'll pour, 

u From ftreaming urn, a filver fhow*r ; 

u Perhaps, in gayeft verdure dreft, 

u You'll chance to deck her fnowy breaft, 

€€ There flourifh, with fuperior bloom, 

Cf And, thence, your chiefeft fweets aflume, 

u And while, with confcious grace fhe treads, 

u And Love around his glory fpreads, 

€t The nymphs fhall all in envy vie, * 

cc And all the {wains with envy die ; 

« The nymphs fhall envy her they view, 

« Thefwains, bleft Myrtle ! envy you ; 

cc Becaufe, defign'd to give delight, 

<c Tour fweets attratt my Db l i a's fight ; 

u Becaufe you grace her gentle breaft, 

<€ Where Sorrow's felf might learn to reft! 

u And thus what each afpires to be 

« Becomes the fate refervM for thee." 
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TO 



D Y, 



WITH 



HAMMOND'S elegies. 

LO! to the murmurs of an hopelefs love, 

Defpondlng Hammond pours his tuneful {train \ 

To footh his Delia all in vain he ftrove, 

She mock'd his anguiih, and fhe fcorn'dhis pain* 

Yet fere her Poet's tender fong to hear, 
Infpir'd by genius, and by tafte refin'd, 

Soft pity might have lent a candid ear, 

And fond companion fway'd a female mind. 
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Impell'd, by beauty's foul-fubduing powY, 
O'er all Idalia's bowery fcenes he ftrays ; 

And'wildly warbling* fpends the fleeting hour, 
Creation's faired work his only praife. 



O ! to the youthful Bard's untimely tomb 
May virgin hands the fragrant garlands bear ; 

With choral voice bewail his darly doom, 
Vent the deep figh, and Ihed the filent tear ! 

i 

But thee, whom love's imperious queen hath crown'd 
With wit as vivid, arid with charms as fair, 

May never youth, in hopeleis paffion drown'd, 
Admire, if doom'd to forrow arid defpair. 



Tis Beaiity*$ praife to aft with mild command, 

Not rule tyrannic with unbounded fway ; 

't • - . 

£ "'• To wave her fceptre with benignant hand, 

Not fpurn the flave who wiihes to obey. 



Ah ! ere abforpt in melancholy woe, 

An haughty charmer's proud difdain I fee; 
Aufpicious fate direft th' unerring blow, 
x Burft my fad heart, and fet the pris'ner free. 
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Y, 



BY THE AUTHOR OF THE 



REPENTANCE of PASSION* 



W HEN ftrong affliction deeply wounds the breaft, 
When forrow fits within the moiften'd eye, 
' "When the heart finks, with pond'rous grief oppreft, 
And the fad bofom heaves with many a figh ; 

IiOft to all lifer — averfe from evVy joy, — 
Difdaining comfort, — {corning all repofe, — 

The penfive foul can brook but one employ, 
Brooding in gloomy filence o'er its woes. 

F 

* See toL ift. of this ColIc£Hon, page 31a. 
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Come, then, thou partner of my cheerlefs hour, 
Come, faithful Mufe ! and feek the lonely grove ; 

Retire with me to yon fequefter'd bow'r, 
And mark the ftory of my lucklefs love. 

For thou, the trueft, tend'reft, beft of friends, 
The fond companion of my earlieft youth, 

"Wilt fhare each anguifh that my bofbm rfettds, 
Untir'd wilt liften, and unfeen wilt footh. 

Oft haft thou tried — and oft with kind md^cffe- 1 - 

To fmooth the forrows of my aching brow ; 
But ah ! — I never felt feyere diftrefs, 

• - * * - 

Or prov'd th' extreme of mifery 'till now. — 

Full well thou knoVft, in life's unripea'd morn, 
With thoughtlefs eafe I paft the foolifh day ; 

Pluck'd ev'ry rofe, and where I found a thorn, 
Threw — carelefs threw — th' unheeded flowY away. 

\ 

Refolv'd, the roving, reftlefs mifed to cure, 

And guide the future difPrent from the paft, 

I fought for fweets that might thro' life endure, 
And fondly fancied they were found at laft. 
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I faw tbfi loyf Ifeft *ofe that grac'd the land** 

With blooding fragrance gladd'ning all around : 

Tho' bold, perhaps I thmft the forward hand, 
Mifs'd the fair flow'r, and only felt the wouad.~ 

Felt, did I fay ?*~deep rankling in my heart, 
No time can mitigate my fuff'rings there ; 

Hope lends no friendly balfam for the fmart, 

And all my black'ning profpe&s frown defpair.— r- 

And yet, lov'4 tB2ad I if partial to my Mufe 
Her artlefs numbers thou wik deign to hear * 

If, foftly figbing, thou wilt not xefufe 
T0 (h&d with her one fympathizing tear ; 

■ 

That fingle tear^ that dews Eliza's cheek# 
Shall, for a naoment, wafh my griefs away; 

That figh, tho' half fuppreft, fhall more than fpeak, 
And gild the ey'ning pf each mournful day. 

Then fhatt I think 'twas not Eliza's heart, 
Twas not her gentle bread refiis'd to glow ; 

Twas not El iz a's felf who bade us part, 

The world, th' unfeeling world, pronoune'd it fo. 
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Th' unfeeling world, that thinks where riches roll, 
Where titles blazon, joys can never ceafe \ 

That waves each foft emotion of the foul, 
And builds on public clamor private peace. 

* 

And yet, Eliza, thou ma/ft live' ta prove, 
And thy fond heart may own it with a figh, 

That the endearing fweets of mutual love 
No wealth, ho ftate, no fplendor can fupply. 



Form'd as thou art with eVry outward grace, 
With ev'ry inward virtue richly fraught, 

Think, if thy tenderncfs thou fhould'ft mifplace, 
Pride, pomp, and grandeur may be dearly bought* 

Tho' honor's nobleft circle thou'lt adorn, 
And dignify, in evVy fphere, the wife; 

Eliza — or I much mifta^e — was born 
To fhine amid the foften'd joys of life. 

For me, whom poignant woes muft ftill deprefs, 

Each future hour to forrow t refign j 
Death only can alleviate my diftrefs, 

And the laft parting moments (hall be thine. 
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SACEED TO THE MEMORY OF 



The Rt. Hon. WILLIAM PITT, 



EARL of CHATHAM. 



By JAMES WHITE, Es<*. 

AN thefe ftill moments when th' unfette^d mind 
Leaves each low thought of felfifh care behind ; 
Awhile fequefter'd from the world's gay crowd, 
A youth at Freedom's Jhallow'd altar bow'd; 
Then ftole unfeen to where, in folemn clay, 
Ador*d, O Pitt, thy glorious reliques lay; 
To mourn thy fhade, to mufe upon thy duft, 
Invoke thy name and clafp thy honour'd buft. 



S 



Si 



( 7*- ) 

Hail ! then, he cried, whofe god-like labours claim 
In Britifh breads a never ending fame ! 
Bleft patriot-ftatefman ! at whole firm command 
Corruption dropp'd her mercenary hand, 
And victory fpread her wings from eaft to weft, 
O'er hofts that triumph'd, at thy bold beheft ! 
To fire thy country's hopes, or hufh her fears, 
Thy plans of glory charm'd her fenate's ears : 
Not with more force, nor with fublimer rage, 
Th' impetuous Greek * awak'd a fleeping age ; 
Each fterling period, with conviction fraught, 
Blaz'd with a bright magnificence of thought ; 
Confufion heard and from her counfels fled ; 
Aftonifh'd ignorance blufh'd and hid her head ; 
Thy radiant virtues round a Monarch ftione, 
And lent a double grandeur to the Throne. — 



R. 



From me, a Mufe unknown, accept a tear :— 
Had ev'n no grateful grief bedew'd thy bier, 
Borne it in melancholy pomp along, 
Nor mimic ftone confefe'd thee to. the throng, 
Thefe lonely forrows, in the facred {hade, 
Had thus their folitary tribute paid. 



Demofthenes. 
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When liberty dap}or ? d her darling fpiij 
Thy death confirmM the praife thy life had won $ 
That mournful day !— -when w^ak alas ! and worn 
Like Rome's great Appius *, tp the fenate borne, 
Thou faw'ft thy offspring, with a dutepus ftate^ 
Graceful uphold thj venerable wgjght i 
Fond ev'ry juft emotion tp admjre, 
And catch the living greatnefc of their fire. 
Ev*n while thy accents bade each bofom glow, 
Each bofom boding the difaftrous blow, 
'Twas thine, now claim'd for ever by the Ikies, 
Glorious, to perifh in fad Britain's eyes ! 
To the laft groan, while death uplifts his dart, 
The fate of Albion occupied thy heart ! 
That breaft, fair freedom, thou fo oft had'ft fir'd, 
For thee thus fpent its ardor, thus expir'd ! 

Vain moralifts, that lecture from the tomb, 
May teach the foul to ftartle at its doom, 
The weak intimidate, the wife difguft; — 
"We learn a nobler leflbn from thy dufl : 
To mock at pain, the fear of death to brave, 
Survive by virtuous fame, and dignify the grave ! 

* Appius Claudius, at an advanced age, weighed down with infirmities 
and deprived of fight, was carried to the Senate-houfe, on the moulders 
of his children and clients, when Pyrrhus had defeated the Romans. 
The ftrength of his authority and eloquence raifed the dejected republic, 
and determined her to profecute the war with vigor. 
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What tho'nomore we hear thy thunders fly, 
No more behold the lightning of thine eye, 
Admire no more thy majefty of ftrain, 
Still fome immortal portion may remain ;— 
Still in each patriot bread: thy image dwell, 
Infpire the Roman thought, the deed impel, 
And, tho* thy voice be mute at Heav Vs command, 
Thy fpirit live to animate the land ! 
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HYMN 



TO THE 



D E I 



Br THE SAME. 

i^ I R ST of all life! thy glories let me fing 
On wonder's eager wing : 
Oh, let a mortal fire 
To heavVs high vault afpire* 

And rapture touch the firing ! 

Affift, thou fiin, iublime ; 
Thy Maker's praife difplay, 
Still warm it in thy blaze of day, 

Oh, fpread it in thy race thro 9 time, 
- And light it in each ray. 
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Rife trembling bard, let all exiftence rife, 
Tis he, 'tis he, whofe own Meffiah flies 
To pierce embattled hofts and (hake the rebel ikies. 
Now he obeys th' eternal fire 
And heav'n is melted at his ire ; 
Now, pleas'd, he hears 
Th' harmonious fpheres, 
And heavVs own mufic charms immortal ears. 



Swell, fwell the note of praife, fince fair creation then, 
For impious angels, fafhion'd God-like men : 
Hark! the joyful found 
Flies o'er the dark profound ; 
The cherubs fung « rejoice !" 
Confufion felt the voice, 
Old chaos ftarted from his throne again ; 
" Let Nature be," th' Almighty faid, 
And faw the univerfe was made j 
His eye, all-feeing, 
Shot thro' being, 
And infant worlds obey'd. 

But foon, ah ! foon, 'twas loft to man ; 
Sin ev'n in Eden's grove began, 
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Till human blood, to Idols pcxtt'd, down the corft altars ran. 
He bade his t era p efe How ■* 
And heaving oce a n flow } 
HeavVs gates were open'd and its terrors hurfd, 
While pitying angels wept an erring world. 
Sing now re-animated earth, 
Sacf Nature's fecond birth ;. 
Now"fing,~ my harp, how prophets prtr/d 
And heav'nly juftice was delay'd, 
How Judah fcorn'd relenting grace, 
And Zion mourn'd her captive race : 
'Till from her palms Judeah wept her fons, 
And lamentation fobb'd in vain, 

Till her mute harp was hung on high, 
And penfive fbrrow mus'd upon her chain : 
At length divine Meffias came ; 
Sin fled, confounded, at the name, 
Death dropt his dart and felt th* approaching God, 
And earth, redeem'd, exulted as he trod. 

He comes ! with rapture fweep the lyre, 
Re-echo heav'n's immortal quire ! 
Peace, clap thy happy wings on high, 
He leads in chains captivity ! 

Ah ! mute my voice, let fighs around, 

And fadly fympathetic firing, 
Melt man to forrow's trembling found, 
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Expiring Deity to fing. 
Th' Eternal feals it from the frighted ikies, 
The world's convulfion owns the facrifice i 

Pale finners gaze. 

In wild amaze, 
Confcffing thee the God alone, 
Bright he afcends, to thy right hand, his throne, 
And Earth believing cries " Meffias is thine own !* 
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ANSWER 



T6 



Mrs. GREVILLE's 



PRATER FOR INDIFFERENCE. 



Br a LADY. 

▼VHILST tuneful GreviUefwectly fings 
The joys that cold IndifPrence brings, 

A nobler theme VU chufe ; 
As tender feelings fhall infpire, 
HI tune my long neglected lyre, 

And court, once more, the mufc. 



— j 
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Drive calm Indiffrence far from rat, 
lis tender fenfibHity, 

Alone, true pleafure yields : 
My days I would not have ferene ; 
But Fancy paint the varied fcene, 

Which expectation gilds. 

Regret may oft extort a figli, 
And difappointment cloud the iky, 

And blaft my prom is 'd joys : 
But hope again may warm my bread ; 
And others blifs can make me bleft, 

When care my own deftroys. 
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W HERE VER my thoughts are commiffion'd to roam. 
Free as air when abroad, nor in fetters at home, 
Whether rais'd to the fides, fix'd on earth or the fea ; 
Their laft deareft object, Eliza, is thee. 
The pow*r, who duperies the clouds as they fly, 
And flwws tha bright orbs that illumine the iky, 
In the eyes of El i z a difplays to our view 
A radiance more cloudlefs than ftars ever knew. 
If the mountain I climb and defcend thro' the vale^ 
Where roles their colours expand to the gale, 
They flushing around me this truth will difclofe, 
That Nature's more partial to her than the rofe. 
G 
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Drive calm Indiff r rence far from mr, 
Tis. tender fenfibUity, 

Alone, true pleafure yields : 
My days I would not have ferene ; 
But Fancy paint the varied fcene, 

Which expectation gilds. 

Regret may oft extort a ugh, 
And difappointment cloud the flcy, 

And blaft mypromis'djoys : 
But hope again may warm my bread ; 
And others bh'fs can make me blcft, 

When care my own deftroys. 
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W HERE VER my thoughts are commiffion'd to roam, 
Free as air when abroad, nor in fetters at home, 
Whether rais'd to the fkies, fix'd on earth or the fea j 
Their laft deareft objeft, Eliza, is thee. 
The pow'r, who difperfes the cloads as they fly, 
And (hows the bright oros that illumine the fky, 
In the eyes of Eliza difplays to our view 
A radiance more cloudlefs than ftars ever knew. 
If the mountain I climb and defcend thro' the vale, 
"Where roies their colours expand to the gale, 
They flushing around me this truth will difclofe, 
That Nature's more partial to her than the rofe. 
G 
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If near the green waves of the ocean I go, 

And think on the Goddefs they fofterM below, 

I cry, let them boaft of their offspring divine, 

No Venus I afk, if Eliza be mine. 

Or when with more folemn intent I repair, 

Where penitence points £0 the manfion of prayer, 

From the altar to her, /meditation will rove, 

For the altar fmiles tyith on religion and love. 

EVn when my fad Motfteps by chance have been led, 

To join the pnfceflfcn Jjiat follows the dead?/ 

Fve figh'd when JH&e thought fuch a train muft convey, 

To the fame d^OTy region, her beautiful clay. 

Does my mimijfn life's fweeteft connections attend, 

And image tie miftrefs, the wife, or the frieqjd, 

Eliza to eacK of thofe claims I prefer, '.■■-'•• 

For all their perfections are blended in )&x j ; 

Life's morning in love could Eliza employ, 

Nor yield at its noon a lefs fejifible joy, 

From its ev'ning her prefence could banifh theglopm.; ' 

And cheer its dark night on the verge of the ton$u 

Eliza, but, time, be thy fammpns obe/d, . • -• 

In filence the tribute of life fhall be paid ; ' 

Yet painful, how painful ! that moment wiU;priJB5e 1 : 

That blafts ev'ry hope of Eliza and love ! 



•**!•*■' «l^ 
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AN EXTEMPORE 



To a PAINTER. 



By the Rev. SAMUEL SHEPHERD, 



v^ANSTthou, by any art of thine, 

Improve the lilly*s hue ; 
Or make, the rofe by thy defign, 

More lovely than it grew. 



If not, ne'er ftrive to mend that face, 
Where two fuch beauties vie ; 

What nature gave, let nature grace, 
And art neglected lie. 

G 2 
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SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF 



RICHARD ARMSTRONG, Esq, 



LATE OF VENETIAN-HALL, COUNTY DUBLIN* 
WHO DIED MARCH 15, 1789,* 

X O thee, when Honor and when Truth were giv*n, 
UnfuUyM, both, as are the dews from heav'n j 
Within thy breaft, when mild Religion glowVi ; 
Her comforts, too, when Piety beftow'd ; 
When fons, from thee, and brothers learn'd to prove 
The joys of filial and fraternal love j 
From thee, when hufbands gain'd the envy'd art, 
Gently, to rule, yet not enflave the heart 5 
When Friendfhip fav*d, in thee, her falling name, 
And rais'd to fplendor an expiring flame ! — 
Well may the Mufe, in heartfelt numbers, tell 
" How lov'd you hVd, and how lamented fell !" 
Whilft wounded Virtue, weeping o'er thy grave, 
Deplores the life not all her gifts could fave. 

* By the Author of The Despairing Shepherd, fee vol. xft. of this 
Collection,— Page 65- 
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THE 

FAIR THIEF. 

By OLIVER GOLDSMITH, M. D. 

NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 

I TEL L, and tell with truth and grief, 
That Chloe is an arrant thief, 
Before the urchin well could go 
She ftole the whitenefs of the fnow ; 
And more, that whitenefs to adorn, 
She ftole the blufhes of the morn j 
Stole all the fweetnefs aether fheds 
On primrofe banks or violet beds. 
Still to reveal her artful wiles, 
She ftole the Graces, filken {miles ; 
*Twas quickly feen fhe robb'd the iky 
To plant a ftar in either eye ; 
She ftole Aurora's balmy breath 
And pilfered orient pearl for teeth ; 
The cherry, dipt in morning dew, * 

Gave moifture to her lips and hue. 
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Thefc were the infant fpoils, a ftore 
To which in time fhe pilfer'd more ; 
At twelve, fhe ftole from Cyprus' queen, 
Her air and love-commanding mien ; 
Stole Juno's dignity, and ftole 
From Pallas fenfe, to charm the foul ; 
She fling — the Syrens all appear'd, 
And warbling, fhe ftole all fhe heard ; 
She play'd — the Mufes, from their hill, 
WonderM, who thus had ftole their (kill ; 
Apollo's wit was next her prey ; 
, Her next — the beams that brighten day. 
Great Jove, her pilferings to crown, 
Fronounc'd thefe treafures all her own ; 
Pardon'd her crimes and prais'd her art, 
And t'other day fhe ftole my heart. 

Cupid, if lovers are your care, 
Exert your power on this fair ; 
To trial bring her ftolen charms, 
And let her prifon be mv^arms. 



i 
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PROLOGUE 



TO THE PLAT OF HENRY THE EIGHTH. 



SPOKEN BY A WARRINGTON STUDENT IN HT3 

MORNING GOWN. 

By Mrs. BARBAULD. 



NOT PRINTED IN HER W&RKS. 

W HEN fcierice, firft, beneath her Alfred's fmile, 
Shed her young beams Ver this remoteft iile, 
Uluftrious Oxfortf rofe 5 he rear'd her tow'rs, 
The willing Mufes loVd her facred bowers : 
Her rival fifter, next, with growing pride, 
Fix'd her fair feat where Cam's flow waters glide. 
The noble youth, a long Uluftrious train, 
Crowd to the court of learning's facred fane ; 
Through all the land the gen'rous ardor fpread ; 
Britons, who long had learn'd to conquer, read : 
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Sages and heroes kept an equal pace . 

To fire and to inftruft a future race ; 

And where an Henry or an Edward fought, 

A Shakefpear painted, ancl a Newton taught. 

Far humbler ftruftures here, unknown to fame, 
Fondly afpire to bear the mutes name : 
No ftately piles of Gothic buildings rife, 
Nor antique turrets catch th' admiring eyes ; 
Thefe halls, from common ground fo lately won, 
Pomona yet remembers them her own ; 
No pomp of learned honours here we claim, 
No princely favor, and no fplendid name : 
Our gowns — you fee th£ cut — not made for (hew, 
Would ill content an Academic beau 2 
Science alone muft dignify thefe feats, 
And only virtue raife thefe calm retreats. 

This night no common fcenes we hold to view, 
But fuch as Shakefpear's glowing pencil drew : 
Nor think it foreign from our peaceful fphere 
To mimic war and fierce contention here. 
Tho' now beneath this Academic {hade, 
No quarrels reach us, and no ftorms invade ; 
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The time may come, when Britain fhall demand 
The dauntlefs breaft, the enterprizing hand ; 
Then the warm youth whom Glory beckons far, 
To fhine in fenates, or contend in war, 
Shall own, that here he caught the gen'rous flame, 
And the firft longings for a lafling name. 
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ON 



BEING DESIRED TO READ FOR 



A FELLOWSHIP. 

A mufiy bachelor in college, 

Who's treafur'd up a heap of knowledge, 

And after pain and trouble vaft, 

Has got a fellowfhip at laft ; 

As if exhaufting all his fenfe 

Of glory, with his diligence, 

Stretch'd at his eafe, begins to prefs, 

The downy bed of Idlenefs ; 

A ftranger to the fweets of life, 

Papaing children and a wife, 

Immers'd in indolence he lies, 

Eats, fleeps, evacuates and dies. 

Thus the bold fhip which brav'd the fea, 

And round the globe purfued her way, 
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Waa after all laid up with care, 

And rotted in an eafy chair. 

With fuch a life ne'er Hefs me, heav'n ! 

To me let competence be giv*n, 

A wife fweet-temper'd, and as fair, 

As matrimonial truth will bear 5 

And let as many infants fport 

Around me, as I can fupport, 

About my legs their arms entwine, 

And warm their little hands in mine : 

To teach the tender tongues of thefe ^ 

To lilp their mighty Maker's praife, 

To form their minds with early rules ; 

Far from the tyranny of fchools ; 

Be this, and now and then a rhyme, 

The chief employment of my time : 

If thefe, and more than thefe, you fend— 

The ftage, a bottle and a friend ; 

Contentedly I'll pafs my days, 

Nor envy a fat fellow's eafe. 



1 
"1 
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AM 



ANTE-DILUVIAN PASTORAL. 



BY THE AUTHOR OF THE FOREGOING. 

W H E N the bold lark, exulting from his neft, 
And flying tow'rds the eaftern gate of heav'n, 
Had challenge forth the rofy-mantled morn, 
T unbar the filver gates of light, when o'er 
The whit'ning vales the lufty fhepherds fpread 
Their fleecy care, and welcom'd her approach 
With artlefs carols; when each chearfulfpray 
Refounded with the imitative fongs 
Of rival birds, all ftriving to outdo 
Each other in the general thankfgiving 
Of nature to the morn, who at her rife 
Difplays anew the wonders of the world, 
That feem'd deep-buried in the womb of night ; 
Jared alone, poor haplefs fwain ! refus'd 
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To join his grateful, tributary fong 
To Nature's voice, tho' erft the gayeft fwain 
That hail'd the morn from Nebo's gilded top. 
But now advancing from his nightly bowV, 
In penfive mood, he laid him down, faft by 
Slow-winding Zared's peaceful ftream and hung 
His filent harp upon a willow-tree, 

Saying what have I to do with thee, O harp ? 

Thou giveft me no eafe : how can I touch 

Thy founding firings when Leah is unkind ? 

How can I tune thee, when fair Leah's cruel ? 

Twice twenty years, O Leah, have I mourn'd, 

On Nebo's tops ; the cedars pitied me; 

The rocks were mov'd ; whilft thou fat'ft unconcern'd, 

Piping gay carols to thy lift'ning flocks. 

Thy face indeed is lovely to behold, 

Thy looks are as the morning, and thy breath 

Is fragrant as tne morning breeze, that fweeps 

The citron grove ; upon thy cheeks, enthroned, - 

Sits modefty, and youth upon thy forehead. 

Thy breafts are even as the fwelling clutters 

That load the vine, and from thy bofom breathes 

All Eden's fweetnefs \ yet remember, Leah, 

That beauty lafts but for a thoufand years ; 

It fadeth ev'n as the rofe in Zared, 

Or as the bloflbm on yon tree, that opes 
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AM 



ANTE-DILUVIAN PASTORAL. 



BY THE AUTHOR OF THE FOREGOING. 



W H E N the bold lark, exulting from his neft, 
And flying tow'rds the eaftern gate of heav'n, 
Had challenge forth the rofy-mantled morn, 
T unbar the filver gates of light, when o'er 
The whit'ning vales the lufty fliepherds fpread 
Their fleecy care, and welcom'd her approach 
With artlefs carols ; when each chearfiil Ipray 
Refounded with the imitative fongs 
Of rival birds, all ftriving to outdo 
Each other in the general thankfgiving 
Of nature to the morn, who at her rife 
Difplays anew the wonders of the world, 
That feem'd deep-buried in the womb of night ; 
Jarjed alone, poor haplefs fwain ! refus'd 
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And let us people this fair fpot of ground, 

Until our ions be as the mountain oaks, 

And our young daughters like the tender floVrs. 

Mean'ft thou for ever in thine humble vale 

To dwell, and pipe it to thy lift'ning flocks, 

Regardlefs of that great command, which God 
i 

Impos'd on mankind, when he bleis'd the earth i 

And fure thou doft ; fince now two hundred years 

Have feen thee frown on all the fwains that bowM, 

And paid obeifance to thy fcornful beauty j ■ \* 

And fcorneft thou poor Jared with the reft ? 

Poor haplefs Jared ; who fuch pains has taken, 

To win thy favor ? but I find, alas ! • ' . 

That I in vain have fpcnt my precious time, " <« 

In wooing thee : Or give me back that time, ; 

Relentlels maid ! or give me back my heart, 

Which thou haft ftolen. Oh ! how oft have I 

Negle&ed ev'n my flocks and herds, to hear 

Th' enchanting mufic .of thy voice, or find 

Some bird or lambkin which I heard thee^praife ! 



Deep in the bofom of yon lonely vale, 
There flows a cool, refrefhing ftream that now 
Paints heav'n's pure azure to the wond'ring gaze : 
And now, beneath a fhade of arching willows, 
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Deep-murmurs, as with (bund remote : upon 
Its verdant bank, fall many a day I fpent, 
To weave a bowV, ungrateful maid ! for thee : 
Of ftrong-leav'd laurel, twifted eglantine, 
And od'rous myrrh the vaulted roof is made ; 
Within, are feats o'er-laid with fofteft mofs, 
And edg'd around with flowers of various kinds; 
The gaudy prim-rofe, blue cheeked violet, 
And tender daizy : foon as morning dawn'd, 
\V Ten thoufand .birds fhould there falute thine ears, 

And foori as ev'ning ftreak'd the blufhing weft, 
■" i Myfelf with yon harmonious lyre fhould lull 
f . ' Thy foul to reft. But oh ! accufe me not, 
t - Ye wandering fheep, nor blame me, O ye herds, 
■ % That I have wafted all this time on Leah ; 

Yourfelves can witnefs > how I've tunM my lyre, 
To try, if haply love would liften to it ; 
But love, I found, was deaf to all its charms ; 
Tho* it can ev'n tame the fierceft lion, 
And ftem the current of the ftrongeft flood ; 
For love, alas ! is fiercer than the lion, 
And ftronger than the flood. Nay, after all 
My ufelefs pains, I've but difcover'd this ; 
That life is taftelefs without thee, O Le ah ! 
How fweet the voice of early-finging birds, 
And lowing herds, and bleating flocks, that greet 
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The rifing morn ! How fweet the fhepherds ftrains, 

Tending their flocks ! How pleafant is a draught, 

From fbme clear fountain, and a mofly bed j 

Faft by fome murm'ring river's fide beneath, 

A spreading covert, in the heat of noon ! 

How pleafant is a temperate repaft, 

Of mellow apples after painful toil, 

And ev'ning rambles thro* the breezy grove ! 

Yet neither voice of early-finging birds, 

And lowing herds and bleating flocks, that greet 

The rifing morning, nor the ftrains of fhepherds, 

Nor cooling draughts from lucid fprings, or beds 

O'erlaid with mofs, faft by the water/s fide, 

In noon-tide heat, nor a delicious feaft, 

Of mellow apples after painful toll, 

Nor eVning rambles without thee are fweet. 



H 
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Br THE SAME. 



i-/ ONG time I ferv'd young Rofalind, 
But when her pow*r (he knew ; 

The little tyrant grew unkind, 
And I my love withdrew. 

Now anger all my bofom fway*d, 

Pride fortify'd my foul ; 
I fwore— but from her ambufcade, 

The little wheedler ftole.^ 

I viewed her face, I paus'd a while, 

I heard and was reprov'd - 9 
She coax'd me to her with a fmile, 

I kifs'd her, and I lov'd. 



* 

When beauteous Rofalind commands, 
How weak.th' eflays of men ! 

She frown'd, I broke Love's filken bands, 
She fmil'd, I lov'd again. 



• 
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But yet, ye fairj Be not uiclih'd^ 
like her, your pow*r to prove ; 

Few nymphs can charm like Rofalind, 
Few (wains like me can love. 
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OCCASIONAL VERSES 



ON 



SOME YOUNG LADIES, FRIENDS TO THE AUTHOR, BEING FERVENTED 
FROM RETURNING HOME BY THE BADNESS Of THE WEATHER* 



By THE SAME. 



J) E S C E N D ye fhowVs, ye furly tempefts roar, 
And to our pleafures add but one day more $ 
Let none to-day his homeward way begin, 
Let all be bleak without, all gay within. 
Slow let the fun in clouded pomp arife, 
What fun more chearful than Maria's eyes ! 
What tho' rough ftorms aflault the leaflefs trees, 
Florella's fofter th an the fofteft breeze : 



r v. 
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What fallen clouds enwrap the face of day ! 
But who regards it when Panthea's gay ? — 
Sweet is the ftrain, when larks their notes prolong} 
Bnt how much fweeter is her melting fong. 
And what .gay fpirit will refufe to join, 
And drown his forrows in a flood of wine, 
When yon blithe couple bids us all draw nigh, 
With fronts more open than the cleareft iky. 
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E P I G R AM, 



WRITTEN ON THE DOOR OF A BROTHER SONNETTEER WHO WAS 
_ DEEPLY EMPLOYED IN HAMMERING OUT A SUBLIME POEM. 



By THE SAME. 



W E E P, readers, weep, as Chriftians ought, 
This youth has drown'd himfelf — in thought ; 
His foul above the clouds is fled, 

Therefore we muft conclude him dead. 

i 

Mourn then ye birds around his hearfe, 
And o'er his corfe infcribe this verfe. 
" Here lies the body of a bard, 
" Tho' buried not as yet inter'd." 
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THE 



INVENTION of LETTERS, 

AND THE 

UTILITY of the PRESS. 

By H E N R Y JONES, 

AUTHOR OF THE EARL OF ESSEX. 

NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKS. 

A H O U thought revealing charm ! in filence fhewn, 
Like the fwift intercourfe to Angels known : 
Inthitive exchange, by vifion made, 
Of mutual minds, without the tardy aid 
Of fenfe-conveying founds, which language lends, 
T<5 partial compa&s t/d, and local ends : 
Thy wond'rous pow*r can waft th* extended foul 
From clime to clime exchang'd, from pole to pole. 
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What godlike energy inform'd his breaft 

Who all th' impaffion'd foul through thee exprefs'd ! 

Who all th' inteftine throbs the heart invade, 

In fpeaking iilence to the fight difplay'd 

Through myftic Types, firm fix'd, on lafting ground, 

The figns of thought, and {hades of focial found ; 

Rich as the fun they fhine, with mental ray, 

In one continued, intellectual day. 

O facred legacy ! O gift divine ! 
With ftill-increafing force, for ever fhine ! 
Ambition here is virtue. Learning rife ! 
Subdue the earth, explore thy native fkies ! 
Thy potent fceptre o'er the world extend, 
And awful juftice from her foes defend. 
May Liberty beneath thy pow'rful hand, 
Unmov'd, uninjur'd, and immortal ftand ! 
That glorious gift, to virtue's fons more dear 
Than conqueft, honour, worlds, or vital air : 
'Tis hers, through fcenes of death to fpurn the chain, 
Tis hers, that heav'n-born Goddefs, to complain 
Through Learning's awful voice, to feek redrefs 
From nature, reafon, and th' important Prefs ; 
That fource of patriot ftrength, when pure it runs 
Unftir'd by fraud, and faction's furious fons ; 
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To truth, to public virtue, ever dear, 
For ever copious, and for ever clear, 
May healing wifdom from that fountain flow, 
And Wealth, and Concord, all around it grow. 



j 
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R S E S, 



ON THE MARRIAGE OF 



Mr. SAMUEL GRUBB 



AND 



Miss MARGARET SHACKLETON, 

By Miss S , Aged 16. 

DELIGHTFUL Griefe *, infpire my theme, 

For Phoebus (miles upon thy ftream, 

So be thy name in fong renown'd, . 

So be thy banks with plenty crown'd ! 

No vulgar flight my Mufe eflays, 

My the'me demands no vulgar lays, 

Elate flie plumes her eagle-wing 

An Hymeneal fong to fing. 

Begin, begin — my humble fong 

Thy infpiration waited long. 

* A River running through Ballitorc. 
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Aurora clad in robes of light, 
DifpePd the fleeting gloom of night ; 
Then like a Bridegroom rofe the fun, 
The moon and ftars his glory fhun. 
This day doth rofy Hymen bind 
Two hearts before in friendfhip join'd,- 
The dewy morn in bright array 
Greets with her fmiles the happy day, 
And frequent fhow'rs of kindly rain 
With fremer beauty deck the plain. 
So may their future years pafs by 
Unclouded as this morning-iky : 
And if affli&ion's rod they bear, 
For where's the life exempt from care ? 
May fbrroVs precious drops be feen, 
To keep their virtues frefh and green ! 

Slowly proceeds the gay parade ; 
The Bride in modeft garb array'd 
Advanc'd the firft, with downcaft eye, 
Her faithtefs rofes fade and die ; 
Clofe by her loving Bridegroom's fide, 
With blooming cheek in crimfon dy'd. 
Parents and kindred next appear, 
And thronging crowds compofe the rear. 
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Now in due order all were plac'd, 
The front the Bride and Bridegroom grac'd, 
With beating heart and changing face, 
While folemn filence fills the place — 
They rife, a decent paufe they make, 
And then the binding promife (peak ; 
The Loves which hover'd o'er their head 
Enraptur'd heard the words they faid, 
With fmiles of pleafure Hymen fliook 
His faffron robes, and thus he fpoke; 
u My choiceft bleffings on you reft, 
" Unchang'd affection fill your breaft, 
u Let envious Time in vain eflay 
u To mar the funfhine of your day : 
4i Thus while I join your willing hands, 
u May fair Religion blefs the bands, 
€t Religion foftens ev'ry woe, 
« And bids my torch for ever glow." 

The nuptial knot is ty'd ; again 
Forth iflues now the bridal train ; 
Thefe hoary Griefe with confcious pride 
Reflected in his filver tide, 
As o'er his ftream they took their way, 
Where the Retreat's fair manfion lay, 
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V E R S E S, 



ADDRESSED TO 



Mr. S H A C K L E T O N, 



ON HIS MARRIAGE. 



By THE SAME. 

VV HEN now thy tranquil heart calm comfort knows, 

St 

Nor hopes and fears difturb its fweet repofe ; 
When thy full cup of earthly blifs runs o'er, 
And hardly canft thou dare to afk for more ; 
When now thy hours in gay fucceffion move, 
Bleft in the rweet reward of conftant love ; 
Say, {hall the Mufe thou cherifh'd raife her lay, 
And to fraternal love this tribute pay ; 
Infpir'd by Lydia's fmile the fong renew, 
This fong, to friendfhip and a brother due. 



/ 
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Thus while the needle's talk employs my hours, 
The bufy mind collefts her aftive pow'rs, 
In fancy's fields to cull th' immortal blow, 
And weave a garland for thyLYDiA's brow. 

Flow foftly, Griefe, attend the bridal (train* 
Nor drink the tears of flighted love again. 

The flattVing groves their tempting fmiles put on— 
What heed we now your fmiles ? the prize is won— 
You would not cheer my brother, when he (trayM 
An hopelefs lover in your mournful fliade : 
The waters murmured and the breezes figh'd, 
And Echo fadly to his plaints reply'd ; 
Yet to no other objeft turn his eyes, 
Fix'd in his breaft his Lydia's image lies : 
O worthy thee ! reward the gen'rous fwain, 
Nor let a conftant lover rue in vain. 

t ... 

She fmiles — the chilling fnows diffolve away, 
And hope's fair dawn foretells a profp'rous day -> 
Soft yielding fhow'rs allay the boift'rous wind 
And Nature learns from Lydia to be kind. 

Flow foftly, Griefe, attend the bridal (train, 
Nor drink the tears of flighted love again* 

At length the day arrives, the happy day, 
Pale Doubt and Envy (kken at the ray, 
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Where Dublin lifts her tow'rs, with graceful pride, 

*Twas there the happy nuptial knot was tied j 

To fair Maria's dome our fteps are led, 

Where fnendfhip decks the board, by plenty fprtad t 

There dreit in fmiles behold the bridal throng, 

Each damfel worthy of a poet's fongj 

No wifhes to furpafi the reft annoy, 

The gentle bofom, tun'd alone to joy ; 

As in the Galaxy, With mingled rays, 

The modeft ftars diSbfe a general blaze. 

Flow foftly, Griefe, attend the bridal ftrain, 
Nor drink the tears of flighted love again. 

But fee the Bride, in virgin beauty dreft, 
Led by the graces, gleams beyond the reft 5 
As Helper's charms, in dewy luftfe bright, 
Excel the brilliant daughters of the night. 
Her gentle maimers, and her afpe& kind, 
The polifh'd mirror of her brighter mind? 
See thefe blue eyes with Pallas' wifdom fhine, 
Skilfiil, like her, the various thread to twine 5 
But Pallas' fterner air afidc fhe lays, 
And on her lip the fmile of Venus plays ; 
Diana's walk and graceful blulh is feen 
On thy fmooth cheek and in thy lofty mein ; 

1 



Where wifdom, love and modefly confpire, 
The finifh'd piece e'en Envy muft admire. 
But frown not on my fong, accomplifh'd fair* 
If I to fabled names thy charms compare ; 
In thofe Weft days, when fimple Nature fway*d 
The artlefs bread, fo fmil'd the Syrian maid j 
Fair as the morn, to Manure's valley came, 
And crown'd the patriarch's heaVn-diredted flame. 
Flow foftly, Griefe, attend the bridal {train, 
Nor drink the tears of flighted love again. 

Now the glad fteeds are to the chariot joirfd", 
The rolling wheels leave pomp and care behind 5 
No vulgar plain expects thee, lovely maid, 
Thy prefence deigns to grace no vulgar {hade 9 
Dear to the Mufes are our genial groves, 
There the great fpirit of bleft Science roves y 
Spring flies before thee and prepares thy way, 
A frefher green the failing meads array, 
Ambrofial dews refrcfh the fpringing flow'rs, 
The budding hawthorn, and the thick'ning bow'rs \ 
Beneath thy feet the fragrant violet fprings, 
And Zephyrs fan thee with their balmy wings ; 
Thy blooming charge to hail thy coming fly, 
And on their miftreft fea$ the greedy eye \ 



\ 
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While genuine fmiles o'er their frefh beauties play, 

Already confcious of her gentle {way. 

Flow foftly, Griefe, attend the bridal ftrain, 
Nor drink the tears of flighted love again. 

Yes thou wilt love our valley, gentle maid, 
Thy modeft virtues feek the filent {hade ; 
To crown thefe virtues, fee, immortal Love 
Plucks Spring's fir ft treafures in th' unfading grove 3 
(No wanton boy, whofe darts at random fly, 
But a bright being of the upper Iky) 
The jeternal buds fhall^ round thy temples blow, 
Nor fcorch'd by fummer's heat, nor chilPd by winter's fhow. 



Now, Griefe, flow fwiftly through the happy plain 
And on thy willows let triy harp remain 
Till profperous awake the firings again. 




• ... > • . • r 
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ON THE DEATH OF 



An INFANT. 



Bt the same. 

PRETTY primrofe, filken flow'r* 
How foon has unrelenting Death* 

Early wonder of an hour, 

Robb'd thee of thy rofy breath ! 

But thou wert a flowV too rare, 
In our coarfer foil to thrive, 

Therefore art tranfplanted where, 
Little Angel, thou fhalt live t 
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TO* 



\ 



D E A T H-fc E t L. 



TT ARK! from afer the fojemn JcndL 
In mournful founds falutes the ear j 
And tells that freed from earthly care* 

Some fpirit quits its mortal cell, 

In happier realms to dwell. 

Again it founds, and to the heart, 

t 

^^trhaps, of fome ^weeping friend, 

Lamenting youth's untimely end, 
Conveys die agonizing fmart 
Of forrow's cankered dart* 
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Some parent, with a burfting eye, 
Bewails her darling offspring's breath 
Stopt by the cruel hand of Death ; 

And heaves the unavailing figh, 

And bids adieu to joy ! 

Perhaps fome faithful loverttrn 

By that inexorable lord, 

From the dear fair his foul adorM, 
Condemns the haplefs maid to mourn, 
And beat her br^fl farlonv .. 



I ill 4*-t» V— 
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But hear the all-inftruftiye found, 

O ! ye of forrow*s filent train; 

And hear, ye fiSfiSSFJS\i^ t r "' r!iG * 
Ye who in thoughtfe'ftin^h-abtfund,"^ ; " ; '" ! '•' 
And dance lifeV^^'roniM- - v . '••■• : * ■ : -' ■■'■■=•■ '- 

A' •"■» •',' - . ..I ojiiip 3iitt i '.I. 

.' .v. ••! ctnir.vi rj:. ;. . : i 
To you, to all it fpeaks, to tell 

That not in grief, but facred joy, 

, ■ * . * » • • 

We mould our erring thoughts employ, 

» # "• • », • 

For thofe who qm£ :, ffi^iF r earthry cell, ^ 

In happier realms to dwell. . ( ; 
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TO 



A CANT H E, 



WITH THE FOLLOWING FABLE. 

By W****** B**'*; Esq. 

- ■ r- 1 

AUTHOR OF THE ELEGY ON JOHN M'MOLLEN} E*<*. * 

F— -.—;. \ ■•; • 

ROM reading wits, and nritiying fools, 

From terms of art, arid critic rules, 

Will you, Acanthe, oncedeicend. 

To hear the counfels of a friend ? 

You have, the world muft all admit, 

A genius ftrong, a piercing wit ; 

You have, myfelf have felt the blaze. 
i 

Eyes, that defy the pow'r of praife ; 
An heart from evVy blemifh free,— 
Only, — too feldom kind to me !— 

* See toI. I. of this Collection, where it was erroneoufly attributed to 
the Rev. John Ball 



Who with Acanthe might compare 
Were flic but female as Ox^s/air I 

u Nature, thus fings your faVrite bard, 
« To ev'ry creature gives it's guard \ 
u To bulls their horn, to bees their fting, 
" To bh; (J| of heav'n fk* afjpijpfcg wjfcg, , 
u To hares their flight, their hoof to fteeds, 
€€ To man* the foul of daring deed?. 
u To woman, fav'rite child of heaVn, 
€S Inftead of all, was beauty giv'n, . . ,• 
u 'Gainft evYy foe, in eVry field, 
* .Jiff ctfiW Wl fuim* fpf v,. and toteMr* -. 

Twas thus the gay Anacreon fimg, 
While love, and flatt'ry oiPd bfctopgue ; 
But oh! Acanthe, truft your friend, 

* A • » . 

Far difFrent lines would .truth have penn d ; 

Beauty, 'tis thus fair truth would ipeak, 

Is armour treacherous and weak j 

A fhaft let fly, it wounds *tis true^ 

But its recoil is dangerous too ; 

A giitt'ring cafque, it "but betrays* 

The head encircled with it$ rays ; 

A golden mail, it lefs withftands 

Than tempts the plunder's lawlefs hands % 

• See Dolon's fate as recorded in Homer's x. Iliad. 
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Tho* beauty frown a frown to kiH, 
The fpoiler knows, 'tis beauty ffill; 
And while the lightening round him flies, 
He dares the flafh, to gain the prize. 

« But what, you'll lay, tho* beauty quit 
*< The field ? There's ffill defence in wit ; 

« ■ . 

€S How many females might be fhown, 
* € Secur'd by that ?" Acanthe, none. 
If wit could fave, let Sappho tell 
And fair Afpafia, how' they fell 5 
If wit could fave, let Ninon flxow 
What wrought her virtue's overthrow, 
Or let that lovely troop, the ftain 
And grace of Charles's frolic reign, 
Decide, if all their wit had pow*r 
To guard fair virtue for an hour. 

'Tis true, Acanthe, wit affords 
Keen weapons for a war of words ; 
True, that in all her hofts are feen 
Th* undaunted ftep, the forward mein, 
The fteady eye, th* unchanging cheek, 
And tongue, that nothing fears to fpeak \ 
Yet, fpite of all this dread array, 
This panoply, that fcares the day, 



y.r.srz 
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Find on what column ftandsengrav'd * 
One name by her to virtue favM ; 
And truth will (how, to damn the boaft* 
A thoufand reputations loft. 

u If beauty then is fonn'd to .yield, 
« And wit herfelf muft quit the field, 
** Say where may woman's fafeguard be ?-— '* 
In pure unfeigning modesty ! — 
Sweet modefty, celeftial majd ! 
Brings her own magic arms in aid, 
And rofeate blufhes, virgin fears, 
Senfibilities, and tears, 
Eyes of timid glance, that fhun 
Rudely to be gaz'd upon, . 
Name that dreads the world's repeating, 
Thoughts retiring, fteps retreating. — 
Thefe are female virtue's charms, 
Thefe are heav'nly woman's arms I 

Why then, Acanthe, will you crave 
Other defence than naturegave » 
Or why your viftories purfue 
With weapons all too mean for you ? 
Why from your nature fhould you wander, 
To fmile at mawkifh double Entendre* 
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Why muft each coxcomb know, you fmoke 
The humor of his fmutty joke ? 
If fops are rudely free, why lead'em 
By light retorts t* encreafe their freedom, 
Till decency, almoft thrown out, 
Yields to an hoyden romping-bout ? 

Is there a youth of gentle mind, 
Of manners pure and fenfe refin'd, 
Whofe love the fair Acanthe proves, 
And whom the fair Acanthe loves ; 
That youth muft grieve, beyond concealing, 
To fee ev'n wit take place of feeling ; 
That youth one modeft blufh would pl&fe, 
More than a thoufand repartees. 

■ * . -* 

Folitenefs bids me burn the fong, 
That tells Acanthe fhe is wrong ; 
Put friendfhip's nobler laws command, 
To truft it in Acanthe's hand. 
And if, with patience, giVntofew, 
She reads this peevifh lefture thro% 
She'll find, in the fucceeding page, 
^V fable, to divert her rage. 
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THE 



HUMBLE-PLANT and the NETTLE. 



A FABLE- 



JDENEATH a hot-hc4xfe> gla% roof, 
'Gainft winds, and varying feafons, proof. 
An Humble-plant wa§nurs'd with care, 
And bloom'd, the gentleft tenant there. 

Its trembling delicacy fiich, 
It fhrunk, before it felt the touch ; 
If but an hand fhould near it ftray, 
Its timid leaves would faint away ; 
And a light breath would fo o'erpow'r 
'Twould languifh lifelefs for an hour. 

In the fame ftiade, by nature rear'd, 
Which chance, or negligence had fpar'd, 



t 
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A rank young Nettle rais'd her head, 
Forward and fearleis, from the bed. 

No gentle virtue graced her train, 
Imperious, infblent, and vain ; 
Her pow'r to {mart, her pow*r to fting, 
Appeared to her a brilliant thing j 
She us'd it oft, and boafted much 
How dangerous fhe was to touch ! 
Poor Kitty never could efcape, 
Nor Tom attempt to pluck a grape, 
Without a blifter'd hand to fhow 
The rancor of this gen'ral foe. 

One day, our humble-plant was found, 
Quite faint and languid on the ground ; 
Some bolder hand, or ruder breath 
Had fhock'd her tender frame to death ; 
Her leaves were clos'd, her branches hung, 
And ev*ry gentle nerve unftrung. 

With inward joy, and pride elate, 
The Nettle faw her languid ft ate, 
And as £he faintly, flowly rofe, 
Thus mock'd th* occafion of her woes. 
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Fie, fie, Mimosa! prithee fay 
Why pine you thus your hours away ? 
Say what fo mighty caufe of fear ? 
Forfooth, becaufe a man was near ! 
His roving finger touch'd your leaf; 
Truly a fine excufe for grief! 
For fhame, be wifer, and inherit, 
Some fpark of vegetable fpirit, 
Elfe malice will have fome pretence 
To doubt your fam'd fuperior fenfe. . 

That thing you delicacy call. 
Is foolifh affection all ; 
Or, were it really in your make, 
It only ferves to prove you weak, 
And gives your foes an eafy clue ; 
T' amufe themfelves by torturing you. 

But 'tis not weaknefs makes you pine, 
Your darts are ftronger far than mine ; 
They've keennefs, too, if they were tried, 
Or elfe you're terribly belied. 
Take then for once a friend's advice, 
And feem no more fo very nice ; 
It makes you all your neighbours feoff; 
Let's have no more on't — leave it off. 



• i 
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If faucy coxcombs will be free, 
Take courage and retort — like me j 
You fee how foon I cool their mettle, •: 

I teach'em " meddle with a Nettle" 
'Tistrue, I ne'er affeft the faint, 
Nor claim a privilege to faint j 
But faith whoever comes to barter 
At fharps with me, will catch a Tartar ; 
Your coynefs only makes them rude, 
Fops always love to plague a prude ; 
"While plants of fpirit with reliance, 
May ftand, and bid them all defiance. 
There's young Mifs Thorn, and young Mifs Thiftle, 
Would quickly bid the fools go whiftle ; 
And ev'n the Rofe, with all her art 
To force a blufh, can fix a dart, 

I have no notion, no not I, 
What people mean by being fhy ; 
But this I know by prattis'd rules, 
Mock-modefty's the mark of fools. 

Truft me it is. You'll find, when wifer, 

A Nettle was your beft advifer. 

With reas'nings vain and words of wind, 
Oppos'd againft a feeling mind, 
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Thus (poke our felf-created Mentor, 
When Tommy and the Gard'ner enter. 

The boy, who chane'd juft then to view 
The pert young Ne t t le where fhe grew, 
While fear and heat his eyes exprefs'd, 
In hafte the gardener thus addrefs'd. 

O Richard, there's the wicked weed ! 
It muft be pluck'd — it muft indeed $ 
'Tis always doing fome one harm, 
To day it ftung poor fitter's arm ; 
And fhe fo gently bore the fmart, 
It griev'd me, Richard, to the heart ! 

He laid The honeft gard'ner fmiPd 

To fee the affection of the child \ 

Then thus — young Matter would you know 

How to fubdue this teizing foe, 

How, fafely from its bed to fling, 

Nor feel the venom of its fting, 

111 tell you — Grafp it ftrongly round, 

And pluck it boldly from the ground ; 

Its puny arms can ne'er withftand, 

The vigor of a manly hand, 
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But, touch'd with caution or with fear, 
It wounds the flefh, and draws the tear. 

But ah! that Humble-plant befideit! 
With tend'reft care befure avoid it h 
Let not your tread go near its root. 
Nor hand difplace a fingle {hoot ; 
There's not a fhrub in all the ground 
So gaz'd on by the neighbours round : 
See, how your arm's approach, ev*n now 
Hasfhrunk its leaf, and bent its bough ; 
And ev'ry unintended breath, 
Gives it a temporary death ! 
In this, the vegetable kind, 
And that of animals are join'd $ 
From this the young and fair may gain, 
A leflbn, never learn'd in vain, 
And many afafhionable mifs, 
And courtly dame, in viewing this, 
May blufh themfelves out-done to fee, 
In modeft fenfibility ! 

The gard'ner ended, and the boy, 
Pluck'd up the noxious weed with joy j 
The Humble-plant unhurt remains, 
The wonder of the neighbouring fwains, 

K 
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N Z A S, 



ADDRESSED TO THE 



SHEPHERD THENOT, 



TO DRAW HIM FROM THE SOLITUDE TO WHICH HE - HAD RETIRED. 

AFTER THE DEATH OF TIMAUS. 



By THE SAME. 

VJXI VE ear to friendfhip, Thenot ! leave the cell ! 

When iocial feelings wound the focial breaft, 
Say, can the joylefs folitude expel 

The fhaft, or give the troubled fpirit reft ? 

What gain to Philomel that thro* the noon 

Of night, fhe, lonely, pours the plaintive fong ? 

Grows her foul lighter with the lengthen'd tune ? 
Sound the notes livelier as they roll along ? 



( »33 ) 

EVn o'er Sahara's aromatic coaft 

"What boots the Fhenix, lonely queen, to reign ? 
A fragrant funeral pile is all her boaft, 

And death folicited, her only gain ! 



Give ear to Nature, Thenot, leave the fhade ! 

The ftorms are paft, and all the fields are gay ; 
The Nymphs in rofeate twine their trefles braid, 

And Loves and Graces frolic thro' the day 5 



Each branch has clafp'd its fellow thro' the grove, 
Each rofe-bud opens to the balmy gale ; 

Carols each warbling throat the tale of Jove, 
Save when foft billings interrupt the tale. 



While nymphs, and birds, and trees, and gales, and fWrs, 
In love's fweet extacies their lives employ j 

Say, why fhould Thenot wafte the lonely hours, 
A fingle widower 'midft the gen'ral joy ? 

GiVEearto Love, my Thenot, leave the cell ! 

Chides not young Cupid at the cold retreat ? 
To where the Graces with Anthemoe dwell 

Shines there no Lode-ftar to conduit thy feet ? 

K2 
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Or fhould Anthemoe illrcqute ttytoU* . 

Ma j not feme gentler fair, thy forrows dry J 
Beams there no rapture £om Eusrmnia's f«Ue ? 

Is there no magic in. jPa&tora's ey^i 

The tear-worn furrows of the fallow cheek 
An hopelefs arnbuf h form for Cupid's wiles > 

He takes hjs furerfiand* in dimples fleek, 
In rofy blu£bes > and in funny fmiles. 

Give ear to Glory, The not, leave the fhade! 

Scant is the fame an hermit-life procures, 
A niggard praife, hard earn'd, and ill appaid ; 

A meed ill fiilted to fuch fouls as yours ! 

Young Ti t y r u s * was blefs'd of ev'ry Mufe, 
Bo* lov« bad tlpp'd hb earlieft bud of joy ; 

Hopelefs he wept, beneath the nightly dews, 
Unheeded and 4bfett*e, * fhepherd's boy !— 

The trump of glory calPd him from the gloom — 
Love, and its torments : to the wind were hurl'd; 

No more a fhepherd, but, the boaft of Rome, 
The fav'rite of the miftrefs of the world \ 

• Virgil. 
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Ahr! leave the cell then, The not, leave the cell ! 

Of guilt and pale defpair the fad fojourn, 
Bid forrowings all and folitudes farewell, 

And to the livelier haunts of men return ! 



Tes, leave the fhade, myTHENOT, leave the {hade ! 

At once love, friendftip, nature, glory, call* 
Be nature, glory, friendship, love, obefd ! — 

Deaf to thy Damon, thou art deaf to ail ! 
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o n v ©; 



AFTER PRIOR. 



Br THE SAME. 

jLi E T Eloquence boaft of her pow*r to perfuade, 
Her lightnings that flafh, and her thunders that roll, 

But the converfe of lovers requires not her aid, 

'Tis the language of looks that fpeaks home to the foul. 

Let harmony, vain of her influence, boaft 
How hearts to exalt, to deprefs, to entrance ; 

But let Eyes meet in concert, her magic is loft, 
And the mufic of fpheres is fubdu'd by a glance. 
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Let poets from heaven their fweet numbers derive, 
Let Lyttleton's ftrains be ftill prais'd by the throng ; 

But the X yes of the poet's fair theme, when alive, 
Would, truftme, have look'd, what had vanquHh'd the 
fong. 

Look on then, bleft pair, look unfpeakable things, 
Nor renounce the beft gift that to lovers is giv*n ; 

A Linley and Bach may make concerts for kings 
Two pair of fond Etes are a concert for heav'n ! 



.\ 
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THE 



MODERN LADY 



OF FASHION. 



By THE SAME. 



kJ H how fall of joy and pleafurc 

Is the Modern Lady's life ! 
Vacant hours of long, long, leilure, 

Free from paffion, thought, and ftrife, 
When the noon, her morn, is dawning, 

See her on her pillow laid, 
Dozing, dreaming, ftretching, yawning! — 

Was there e'er an happier maid ! 

See her now, before her mirror, 

Paying homage juftly due ; 
Now, her fex's boaft and terror, 

See ! fhe's drcft, and hark ! 'tis two I 
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Now in gilded chariot rolling, 
See her through the city drive, 

Loftlels, languid, lounging, lolling,- 
Sbefs the happieft thing alive ! 



Pun&ual now in due rotation 

Al her vifits muft be paid; 
Now thro 9 all the (hops in fafhion 

See, fhe cheapens a brocade ! 
Home at laft returns the goddefs, 

Full of dear, polite Ennui, 
Qualmiih, vap'rifh, howifh, oddifh ! — 

None fo happy fure as fhe ! 



Now, the drawing-room enjoyrhents 

In their bright routine 4d*ance ; 
Dull improvements, low employments 

Yield to charming Nonchalance. 
Or, if bufinefs feemmorefocitHing, 

Something nice, and quite in ton, 
Nipping, netting, knotting, nothing, 

End die day, as it begun. 
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E G Y, 



ON THE DEATH OF THE LATE GOOD AND TRULY PIOUS 



Miss BRIDGET BURNE. 



By L. O'ftEILLY, 



LATE OF REIFIELD. 



U NH APPY Hibemia mourn, O mourn and do not ceafe, 
Thus and only thus can you equitably appeafe, 
The throbs and grief's of all that lov'd the good, 
The feraphick fpirit that from you alas ! is fled, 
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TRANSLATED, 



By the same. 



Of the following Jeu cTeJprit, the origin is perhaps fcarce worth re- 
cording. The Author of the original was a poor mad itinerant Ballad- 
maker. In an evening's walk in the country, a company of ladies, 
amongft whom was the tranflator, happening to meet the (trolling Bard, 
purchas'd the whole collection of his compofitions. The Elegy in ques- 
tion happening to he the firft read, they amuied themfelves with 
laughing at it. The tranflator undertook its defence ; extolled its ex- 
cellencies ; and dared to hint fomething about the tafte of ladies for 
fashionable drefs and frippery. Whether in penance for his crime, he 
was condemned to the following taflc, or whether in fupport of his ar- 
gument he undertook it, he has forgot. 



Pour, Erin, pour the fympathetic tear ! 

Alas ! what other comfort now remains ; 
For all who lov'd, for all who mourn the fair 

Th* angelic fpirit that has left your plains. 
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Mourn ye widow's your comfortrefs is gone 5 

Ye orphans mourn thrice orphantized again, 

Lament ye poor ye loft her tender looking charity, 

Who pity'd your wants diftrefs and mifery : 

In all your griefs along with you £he would grieve, 

Opprefs'd with diftrefs until your's fhe would relieve : 

Ye pious chriftians great and fmall lament 

She is gone whofe Heavenly fpirit gave you all content, 

Unhappy Hibernia Ominous Ominous Is your fate, 

Since you have loft that celeftical Heavenly fpirit. 

Unlefs fhe works your patronage with God above 

Who again may take you into his love, 

On earth her virtuous parallel fhe fcarce did leave. 

Her acquaintance no wonder do not can not ceafe to grieve, 

Good natured tender pious aftc&ianate, fincere, 

In charitable deeds incefiant and in prayer, 

She lov'd God and truth to that high degree, 

Could her feraphick foul heat fhe hated but hypocricy. 

Her defires thoughts, words, and a&icms only fought, 

Gods honour and glory to promote, 

She was fincere good hearted hofpitable kind, 

Her ferafick foul with every grace and virtue fhined, 



1 «. 
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Ye widows weep, whofe comfbftrefs is gone ! 

Ye orphans, who a fecond parent lofe ! 
Ye poor, who from her pitying eye, have known, 

And bounteous hand, a balm for all your woes ! 
Clos'd is that hand, the faithful ftew'rd of heav'n, 

That tender looking eye, whofe fmile, whofetear 
Still beam'd to bkfs the gift the hand had gtv'n 

Or fell, to weep the woe it could not chear. 
Ye pious Chriftians mourn, whofe holy zeal, 

By hers infpir'd, could nobler heights explore; 
Whofe fouls (he warm'd, and bofoms taught to feel 

Burnings of love and faith unfelt before ! 
Oh! ominous, Hibernia, is thy fate 

Unlefs that gentle foul, whofe works of love 
Below might well have fav*d your finking ftate, 

Perfift, to work your patronage above. 
For oh ! what equal has fhe left behind 

In warm beneficence, in ceafelefs prayV, 
In looks endearing, and in accents kind, 

And all the virtues of the friend fincere ! 
Attach'd to God and truth, each word, each thought, 

Each movement of her heart was fix'd on high ; 
Yet unaffected all, fincere, untaught, 

Her foul abhorr'd the hypocritic lie. 
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She fpoke the French and learned the Irifh to perfection, 
Weekly taught crouds of children there chriftian dofterene; 
She ftudyed phyfick on purpofe to relieve the poor, 

r 

She kept always medicens their Languors for to cure, 

The loathibmefts ulfers that would the poor opprefs, * 

With her own bleffed hands fhe would drefs, 

The fovereign Lord whofe immence wifdom did ordain, 

Different herbs various virtues to retain 

The indefaticable labours of Mifs Burne fo did blefs, 

To cure her patients fhe always had fucceis. 

In the happy youth of her domeftick abode, 

The feeds of every chriftian virtue fhe has fowed, 

Her domefticks before bed-time every night. 

In mutal reciprocal prayer Ihe would unite, 



( MS ) 

To cbear the pris'ner's hours with converfe mild, 

She leaned the language of her country's foes ; 
Nay, ev*n the jargon of th' Iernian wild 

Flow'd from her lips to footh the peafant's woes. 
How oft the children of the fwains among 

Has £he perfuafive taught the Chriftian lore 5 
While barbarous founds learn'd fweetnefs from her tongue, 

And truth itfeif feem'd lovelier than before ! 
The poor's phyfkian, eVry balm of pow'r 

To heal, fheknew, and would, herfelf, apply; 
No feelings forc'd her, in affliction's hour, 

To pais the wretched unaffifted by. 
She dreft their ulcers, and that God, whofe will 

Each fimpleft herb with healing pow'r can blefs, 
Smil'd on her work of love, well pleas'd, and (till 

Confirmed her labors with the wiih'd fuccefs. 
Each happy youtlTaround her calm abode, 

Her pious and maternal care confeft ; 
"While by her hand each chriftian grace was fow'd, 

Till a new Eden bloom'd in ev'ry breaft. 
Each eVning would her gentle voice convene 
B Her fervants to the grateful tafk of pray'r j 
Heav'nlook'd with pleafure on the pious train 

And no fun fet without a bleffing there. 
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She {poke the French and learned the Irifh to perfection, 

Weekly taught crouds of children there chriftian dofterene: 

She ftudyed phyfick on purpofe to relieve the poor, 

She kept always medicens their Languers for to cure, 

The loathfomefts ulfers that would the poor opprefs, ' 

With her own bleffed hands fhe would drefs, 

The fovereign Lord whofe immence wifdom did ordain, 

Different herbs various virtues to retain 

The indefaticable labours of Mifs Burae fo did blefs, 

To cure her patients fhe always had fuccefs. 

In the happy youth of her domeftick abode, 

The feeds of every chriftian virtue fhe has fowed, 

Her domefticks before bed-time every night. 

In mutal reciprocal prayer fhe would unite, 
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To cbear the pris'ner's hours with converfe mild, 

She leaned the language of her country's foes ; 
Nay, ev'n the jargon of th' Iernian wild 

Flow'd from her lips to footh the peafant's woes. 
How oft the children of the fwains among 

Has £he perfuafive taught the Chriftian lore; 
While barr/rous founds learn'd fweetnefs from her tongue, 

And truth itfelf feem'd lovelier than before ! 
The poor's phyfician, eVry balm of pow'r 

To heal, fheknew, and would, herfelf, apply; 
No feelings forc'd her, in affliction's hour, 

To pals the wretched unaffifted by. 
She dreft their ulcers, and that God, whofe will 

Each fimpleft herb with healing pow'r can blefs, 
SxniTd on her work of love, well pleas'd, and ftill 

Confirm'd her labors with the wiih'd fuccefs. 
Each happy youth~around her calm abode, 

Her pious and maternal care confeft ; 
While by her hand each chriftian grace was fow'd, 

Till a new Eden blooni'd in ev'ry breaft. 
Each eVning would her gentle voice convene 
$ Her fervants to the grateful talk of pray'r ; 
Heav'n look'd with pleafure on the pious train 
And no fun fet without a bleffing there. 



y 
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With holy converfation and pure integrity, 
She done aU her works to gods honour and glory, 
To fpeak God's praifes was her greateft joy, 
This was her chief employment and felicity. 
Fure joy tenatious of a certain certitude, 
To be enraped coheir in Chrift's celeffa'al abode, 
During immemorable ages, Angels fhall celebrate her im- 
mortal fame, 
Her vidtores and virtues memorable ever fhall remain. * 
O ye her friends if ye can ccafe to grieve, 
Raife now your mournful thoughts from the grave, 
Her glorious foul in fpetious mantions of Heavens im- 

mencity, 
In angelick confort fhall reign for all eternity. 
There grief fhall find no place nor joy fhall have an End, 
Never ending delights the blefled fhall there ever find j 
In frequence of eternal day in great tranfending joys, 
Unremitting echoes there rowls never failing Allelujahs, 



< 
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Herconverfation, holy — God, the theme 

That did her words and works*and thoughts employ ; 
To do his will her only end and aim, 

To {peak his praife her great delight and joy. 
Pure joy 1 built firmly on that ftedfaft hope 

Which no doubt daggers and no fear deters, 
That Quiffs bright realm its Kving gates will ope, 

And his divine eternity be hers ! 
And it is hers ! — already has the voice 

Of HeavVs fall choir her entrance there proclaim'd, 
And Seraphim with holy joy rejoice 

To hear their faireft, lovelieft inmate nam'd. 
O ye, her friends ! if you can ceafe your tears, 

Raife now your drooping thoughts beyond the tomb, 
And view your faint above heav'n's rolling fpheres 

Enthron'd, and beaming with immortal bloom ; 
Where grief can find no place, joy" know no end, 

« 

In all the fullnefs of celeftial day ; 
"Where ages fpent leave ages ftill to fpend 

In joys, that fteal no part of life away ; 
Where in fall choir angelic concerts rife, 

And hymns of praife to God for ever roll ; 
While ceafelefs echoes thro' the lift'ning ikies 
\ Loud AUelujahs waft from pole to pole j 
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Thro* the fublimeft pleafures of celeftial felicity t 

Every moment to augment as immence as eternity, 

No fpace can bound, Heaven's fublimeft atmofphere, 

Nor tongue can fpeak what God does prepair, 

For thofe who do him love and does his Law preferve, 

With Chrift coheir they Eternally fhall live. 

Could good nature recoil that joy grieffhouldperponderate, 

Her prefant glory that we fhould congratulate, 

Good nature muft have its way reafon ftill fhall joy, 

And thus we all congratulate her felicity. 
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Where blifs to blifs in endlefs pomp fucceeds, 

And each new moment's joy o'ertops the laft ; 
Each rapture, greateft deem'd, to greater leads, 

And the long future ftill outfhines the paft ! 
Children elect of God ! — with Chrift co-heirs 

Of all HeavVs boundlefe realm ! — No pen can trace 
No. heart conceive the triumphs God prepares 

For thofe who faint not in the glorious race. 
Ceafe then thy tears, goodnature! And inftead, 

With joy let ev'ry friendly bofom glow ; 
The faint we mourn for fleeps not with the dead. 

But wears in Heav'n the wreath fhe won below. 
Thus reafon whifpers peace — But ah how vain 

Are reafon's whifp'rings to the woe-worn heart ! 
In fpite of reafon, while the breaft's in pain, 

The lip will quiver and the tear will ftart. 
Yet, reafon, gath'ring flrength by time, one day 

Shall graft upon that rooted pain a ftera 
Of chaften'd joy, fhall dry our tears away*. 

Or if it fail to dry, fhall fweeten them ! 
Thus mourn'd, congratulated thus, her fate 

At once the fource of forrow and relief, 
Shall fhare, while hearts with mingled feelings beat, 

The tear of reafon's jt>y, and paffion's grief! ' 

L2 
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THE 



FORGE of LEMNOS, 



CANTATA, 



FROM ROUSSEAU THE ELDER. 



Bt THE SAME. 






A O thofe fam'd caverns, fraught with fires unfpent, 

Where ceafelefs hammers forge the bolts of Jove, 
Her fon's exhaufted quiver Venus fent, 

New to be furnifh'd with the fhafts of Love. 
To frame the magic work had ev'ry Smile 

And Grace and Pleafure lent their ftrongeft charms ; 
And Vulcan thus, to animate their toil 

Addrefs'd the Cyclops, as they wrought the arms. 

" Blpw your bellows, blow them fafter, 
" Quick the fluggifli embers raife, 

f *Tis the miftrefs of your mafter, 
f c Venus now commands the blaze. 



( is* ) 

" Let the furnace foam and bobble, 

» • 

a Let a thoufand barbs bcPgrbitad, 
t€ And. the red hammers* ftrokes redouble, 
« 'Till the caverns echo round." 



'Twas thus the Lemniail God, bylovefubdtfd, 

Was arming 'gainft himfelf a feithlefs -wife, 
When Mars came down, his hands inhlopd embru'd, 

flaming and furious, from the fields of ftrifc. 
« And is it then," he ri-ies, « for childifh toys* : 

€€ Say, fon of Juno,' that the* furnace glows ; 
€€ Is it for baubles, for the fpoti of boys ■'•■•» 

u That Lemnos fhfinks beneath your hfeavy blows ? 

" Snap the pigmy fhafts in funder ! 

" Fie ! the ihameful toil give o'er ! 
« Refign the trade of forging thunder, 

<c Or trifle thus no more !" 



Thus vainly ftorm'dthe God, when, quick as thought, 
Home at his heart a vengeful fhaft he feels : 

How chang'd ! — each vein the fubtile fire has caught, 
And his hard cheek the new-born fhame reveals. 

He tries to fpeak — the half-form'd words expire — 
Sighs, torpor, laffitude, betray the fire — 
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His fiercenefs flies— His looks, confus'd, the while, 
Meeting a glance (rQm Gupid's eye, -are chcckfd, 
And fcarce recov'ringthence, completely wreck'd 
By Venusy on a fmile. 



Yield ^hen heroes !j don't be ftupid, 
All your .fiercenefs is a farce, • - 
r 'Mars is* but a. child to Oupio\ 

Cupid is the realgars. . i ;. 

Yield to Lotc; the workrVenflarer ! 
Yield*, nor berhisfpleafore croff'd ! 
Humble Kbit may gaip, his %vor,«— 
m »;,' To contend i$—.to be loft— - 



. I ■ »<- 
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TO 



A L ,A D Y, 



WHO HAD REQUESTS© **EfE 'AUTHOR TO LEND HER 

ANGELAS SHORT KAtKD) AfttDTTO GIVE HBR 

SOME LESSONS .IN THE ART. 



t « » * 



ByTHE same. 



uAT why fhould CHA^to^rrtVfingers toil 
To learn the flying penman's art, 

When each fweet look of hers and fmile 
Can print themfelves upon the heart ? 

In for lefs time than art can trace 

Thefe words " I love" upon the fcroll, 

Shall Charlotte by fome magic grace 
Have ftamp'd the paflion on the foul. 



s r 
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Throw by the pen, and write with eyes, 
My heart the tablet, — quick, 'tis done I 

Already fee a volume rife, 
E'er meaner pens have well began ! 

Now read the work — 'tis fit you fhould- 

All learners firft fhould read with 
You'll furely, if the paper's good, 

Find the true " Angel's short hand" there. 

Nay try to read—; — 'tis fairly writ, . . 

And fhines with merits giv^n to few, • 
Tis fill'd with genius, virtue, wit, 

With fenfe, with tafte, in fhort with — you. 

A 

Or if your fkill be yet too flight, 

A new engagement let us fign — 
Teach me on your heart fb to write, • . 

And I'll teach you to read in mine. 
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CUPID IN JEST. 



By THE SAME. 



J-/ O V E prefented to my view, 
Eyes of all forts, black; and blue ; 
Wove into a Lover's net, 
Hair of all forts, gold and jet ; 
Schem'd to trouble my repofe, 
With the fhape of many a note 5 
And, forgetting I was blind, 
Shov/d me cheeks of ev*ry kind. 

All thefe changes when he'd provM, 
And my breaft was (till unmoved 
At the beauties he had fhown, 
lie concluded I was ftone. 

* 

When alas will Love be wife, 
And reflect, that « minds have eyes I" 



< H* >) 
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CUPID IN EARNEST. 



By THE SAME. 



i ,' < t ■ 



JLiOVE, grown wifer by Kjefdat, 
Having chang'd his plant o£4ate, 
Ofler'd to my view a Ml$f>, 
Of a rare and wond'rous feind, 
Bearing, on a blazon^ fcroll", *. rf , : 
This infcription, " Charlotte's soul. 






i 
i •- 



Oh ! Twas a fouFthat'aid appear 
Like feme cryftal fountkih 3 cle^ " ; 
With a golden fand below, 
Mix'd with gems of fuch a glow, 
If a diver there fhould "roam 
Surely he'd cbme*w&hhy L hx*ttte ! 



.■<•.. «. . 
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On its furface, fmooth and even, 
Shone, improvM, the faGe of lieav'n.. 
Not an eddy there was found, 
Hurrying light things in its round, 
Not a feather in the way, 
To diftort, a fingle ray, 
But all nature feem'd more fair 
That was once reflected there. 

Twas no ftream that joy'd to run 
Flaring to the noon-day fun, 
While its babbling current fhow'd 
From what fhallow fount it flowM ; 
Nor yet one whofe lifelefs tide 
Lov'd through fullen fwamps- to glide, 
Still in liftlefs languor creeping, 
As her fluggifh nymph &y (Keeping ; 
But a rill, that, while it'!rray , d * 
Modoft through the bbw'ring fhade, 
And with foothing murmur (tele, 
Grateful on the fhepherd's- foul, 
Often would delight to wander 
Carelefs in fome gay meander ; 
With a courfe fo fweetly fleering, 
Betwixt confidence arid fearing, 



*** 
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As might well at once cxprefs, 
Gentlenefs and chearfulnefs. 

Never ruffled would it feem, 
But when Pain approach'd the ftream, 
When Diftajpfs with tearful eye, 
Or chill Penury paft by. 
Oh ! 'twas then th' aftonifh'd view, 
Might a wond'rous fcene purfue ! 
Fiom each deep recefs uprear'd 
Then the hidden wealth appeared ! 
Ev'ry wave brought fhining ore, 
Ev'ry wave threw gems afhore ; 
While a facred healing pow*r 
That ftill blefs'd the turbid hour, 
Prov'd to all the languid ranks, 
Health who fought upon its banks, 
Twas not Boreas' angry form, 
Nor fhrill Eurus rais'd the ftorm, 
But, as holy lore has told 
Of Bethefda's founts of old, 
Some bright Angel-wing had quit 
Heav'n, and flown to trouble it. 

Buzz'd no gaudy infeft round, 
But the bufy bee was found 



I 
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Often there, who lov'd to drink 
Honey on its flow'ry brink, 
And the birds of fweeteft fong, 
CaroPd ftill its banks along. 

While I thus, with rapture fei^d, 
On this lovely mirror gaz'd, 
Like Narciffus « Oh !" cried I, 
€f Could I but only once efpy 
" My own image there impreft, 

« I were more than more than blefs'd !" 

» 

Happy, happy Twain were he, 
Who beneath fome fhadowy tree, 
On its bank might fit, inhaling 
Sweets, and ev'ry fenfe regaling, 
All his thoughts in blifs engrofs'd, 
Till his foul itfelf were loft ! 
There how oft, with ravifh'd eyes, 
Would he fee, from op'ning fkies, 
HeaVnly vifitants defcending, 
On ambrofial wings, and bending 
To that facred ftream their flight, 
There to bathe their eflence bright ! 
Dian chafte would oft be feen 
There, and round their virgin queen 
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All the Virtues would appear, 
With the Graces fpor^ing there ! 



Oh ! what wonder t* en if I 

Found my fancy rapt fo high, 

At the fight of fuch a rare 

Quinteflence of good and fair, 

Far beyond the pow'r of praifing, 

As to lofe myfelf in gazing ! 

Oh what wonder if my heart,. 

Fir'd beyond the cure of art, 

All expanded, all oppreft, 

Beat to burfting in my breaft ; 

While with words half figh'd, half fpoken, 
€ Love," I cried, in accents broken, 
c You have fully prov'd your pow'r, 
4 You but play'd with me before ; 
1 You have prov'd my boaft unwife, 
c You have prov'd that I had eyes j 
< Butprov'd alfo, to my : Coft, 
c Finding them, that heart j 'are loft \" 
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EPISTLE. 



PROM THE AUTHOR AT THE MIDDLE TEMPLE TO HIS FRIEND 

IN DUBLIN. 



B* THE SAME. 

X NVOLVD in the twentyfold darknefs and fmoke 
Of London and Littleton, fea-coal and Coke ; 
Condemn'd in the lead-mine of law-books to dig, 
And refine the rich ore, 'till it dunes in a pig ; 
To leave all the fine arts in an inftant, oh heavens ! 
For Slanders and Trovers, AfTaults and Replevins, 
My whole ftock of bards from my brain to difcharge, 
For the truer fublime of the Statutes at Large ; 
To defert Bach for Brafton, and Handel for Hale, 
And « Tiparla il cuore" for « Tenant in Tail ;* 
You'll not be furpris'd that a rhyme nor a fong, 
Have efcap'd from my pen or my finger fo long. 
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In concord the eflence of poetry's found, 
On concord ^depends all the magic of found ; 
Grofs difcord in either difcovers a flaw, 
But difcord's the only foundation of law. 

What ftrength can compel fuch extremes to unite j 
One might eafier prove darknefs a fpecies of light ; 
One might eafier prove North for a Minifter fit, 
Or Cumberland equal to Congreve in wit. 

When therefore this page fhall have crofs'd o'er the fea, 
And reach'd where its writer fighs often to be, 
You'll receive it with kindnefs, and prize it, I hope, 
Above all ever written by Swift or by Pope, 
Preferve it in cedar, or frame it and glaze it ! 
And, if any critic fhould dare todifpraife it, 
Would you force him at once his objedlions to fwaliow, 
Juft tell him, Lord Coke was the author's Apollo.- 

Thefe matters premis'd, I no longer fhall ramble, 
But modeftly paufe, and conclude my preamble, 
To fhow that, for all the fly hints that are caft, 
A Lawyer may come to his fubjeft — at laft. 

Say Mufes ! fince law is now lord of the earth, 
Since ye are depriv'd of the rights of your birth, 
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Since your lot is Bedlam and beggfry, while hers 
Is the court and the fenate, the feals and the furs, 
Say, Mufes ! how firft the great difference arofe, 

Or bow law an^POXTRY came to be foes! 

i 

We have heard with our ears, and our fathers have t<44 
How, when Gods liv*d on earth, and the ages were gold, 
E'er the virgin Aftrea was changed to a ftar, 
Or Ate came down to prefide at the bar, 
In thofe happy feafons, conjoin'd hand, in hand, 
Twas Music and Verse that gave Law to the land. 

No lawyers were then the difpute to prolong, 
But heroes grew calm to the found of the fong ; 
No quacks, the return of fair health to retard, 
But the feeble grew ftrong to the drains of the bard ; 
No prieft, with falfe terrors the foul to enflave, 
But they bent to the bard, and grew pious and brave. 

The fongs of the Seraphs that guided die poles, 
Then beam- d infpiration to mufical fouls ; 
And the bards, to whom thus the bright fpirit was gnrtn, 
Re-echo'd the notes back in praifes to heav*n. 

M 
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Proud reafon," thatboafter fo empty and vain, 
Had as yet fpun no cobweb to darken the brain ; 
All, all was pure nature, untinctur'd by art, 
And the tongue, arid the hand were led on by the heart ; 
The heart, unfufpicious, nor yet rendered hard, 
- Gave, fully and fimply, its key to the bard ; 
And, while it grew gentle, and gen'rous, and juft, 
Bore witnefs, the bard had been true to the txuft. 

Thus roll'd the bright ages, but where are they gone i 
When all the good 1 arts were united in one ;-■: 2 c\. 
Bleft ages ! whofe glories the world ftill admire ! 
Whofe hiftories charm us, whofe virtues inipire ! 
Whofe legends., engrav'd on his mind and his brow, 
Are all the poor bar 4 has of happinefs now ! . 
••••"-.»-...■ 

Now mark the reverfe, and hear virtue bemoan 
How fhort was the reign of the mufe, and her own — 
Too foon a rude race of fierce giants arofe, 
To virtue at once and. to harmony foes ; 
Huge mafles of matter, where heav-n had confin'd . 
One fingle, half-fmother'd, dimfparkleofmindj 
Not fram'd to fliine brightly, or gently to warm, 
It flumber'd in death, or it wak'd in a ftorm : 
Now quench'd and inert, it was darknefs profound, 
Now rous'd, it exploded with ruin around *, 
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Lake fires deep-embowell'd, convulfing the earth 
To give fome volcano its horrible birth ; 
Or the flafh, that at midnight difwomb'd from the clouds, 
Gives light to the tempeft, by firing the flirouds. 

Oh race ill accomplifh'd for virtue to chufe 
Her pupils ! oh audience unfit for the mufe ! 
Grols, tafteleis, inelegant, felfifh, and cold, 
Her beauties in vain did fair nature unfold ; 
Her harmonized motions, her myftical dance, 
To them were confufion, the jumble of chance y 
Thofe magical meafures that guided the fpheres, 
Were found without meaning, that deafen'd their ears ; 
And fpring, with its fongs, and its gales, and its flow'rs, 
A blind, putrid, ferment, of funfhine and fhow'rs ! v 

All inlets to virtue thus clogged at the fource, 
Verfe loft her periuafion, and mufic her force j 
No longer prevail'd that invifible charm, 
That mafter*d the foul without binding the arm ; 
Thofe heart-fupplied topics, fo cogent and ftrong, 
When wifdom to feeling addrefles the fong, 
TTo be grateful to heav'n, to be juft to mankind, 
Were to them the vain dreams of the old and the blind j 

M 2 
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The bard's fecrcd miffion they proudly contemn, 

His lyre and his voice had no ftn&ion for them, 

On their flrength and their ftature they ftfo«l th^i? pride, 

Andftiffen'd their neck* 'till the Gods they ,d*fod y 

With impious hands they make war on the fky, 

With impious fory rear mountains on high, 

At heav'n are thofc golcUhiding monuments huri'd, 

And wealth, want, and wrctchednefe burft on the world* 



HeavVs power thus Jnfulted, its vengeance began — 
The heav'hry orcheftra was closM againft man ; 
Swords of flame now the hands of the feraphs employ, 
The planets no more fipg their carols of joy, 
Or fing them in whifpers breath'd foft through the air, 
Which none but the bard are permitted to {hare: 
Fierce thunders inftead, that affrighted the foul, 
And the jarring of hurricanes roar'd through the pole* 
The mountains uprooted returned to their bafe, 
And crufh'd in their ruins the infamous race, 
To whofe groans their dark caverns wide yawning to hell 
Re-echoed harih difcord, and heightened their yell. 

Oh feqtfel of pride and rebellion acturfl: ! 
Then then retunTd Chaos more rude than the firft ! 
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In vain were the giants hi battle o'erthrown, 

The feeds of corruption were ev'ry where fown. 

The paffions, all rous'd, were let loofe from their chains, 

Ambition cryM havoc ! and delug*d the plains ; 

Proud force, brutal force, by no fcruples o'erawM, 

Reign'd fole, or divided its empire with fraud ; 

In proper was fete'd what in common w«is giv'n, 

And the weak were defpoil'd of the bounties of heav'n ; 

While gold* with its venom diflusM o'er the ball, 

Infe&ed, pervaded, impregnated all ! 

The empire of vice, like an image of clay, 
Or a ftru&ure of fand, is the dream of a day : 
Thofe Nimrods, like blood-hounds who hunted mankind, 
Found their thrones and their fceptres the fport of the 

wind; 
No principles ftable their powV to maintain, 
The crimes that had crown'd them dethron'd them again 5 
Some new fet of robbers their ftandard unfurPd, 
And a circle of wickednefs ravaged the world. 

Bright tribute to virtue unwillingly paid ! 
Even vice, to find fafety, creeps under her (hade !— 
Thofe tyrants themfelves to whom crime upon crime, 
Had ferv'd as a fcaffold to empire to climb, 



** 
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Now wi(h from thofc crimes to have others reftrain'd, 

And would cherifli that virtue they lately difdain'd. 

They apply to the bard — But the bard in a roar 

That fhook them like thunder, cried, " Tyrants reftore ! 

" Reftore to the fhepherd his pipe and his fheep, 

€t And his innocent life and his peaceable fleep; 

" Reftore to the widow her children and fpoufe, 

« The props of her age and the lord of her vows ; 

" Reftore to the orphan her brothers and fire, 

" To the maid her beloved, her bofom's defire > 

" Tear down the inclofure, demolifh the wall, 

" What in common was giv'n be left common to all •, 

4C To mankind their manhood their freedom reftore, 

*« And gold and dominion be heard of no more V 

Too harfh was the fong, the decree too fevere, 
For childifh and felfifh ambition to bear — 
The bold voice of truth they difcard — and inftead, 
A new fervile fyftem ere&ed its head : 
Laws, laws are invented; a fcheme to fecure 
The robber grown rich, in the fpoils of the poor ; 
Laws, laws are enafted, the weak to deprefs, 
And eftablifh the ftrong in the pow'r they poflefs ; 
Laws fanftion'd by cruelties, grounded on crimes, 
Take place of the gentle perfuafion of rhimes ; 
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Laws, fertile in penalty, fertile in pain, 

That harden the heart while the hand they reftrain/* 

Laws, marfhalTd in bloody proceffion along, 

That teach to commit, and then puni£h, the wrong. 

Yet ftifl there remain'd a few bards in the land, 
Who held with thefe laws a divided command ; 
A chofen few ftill had the courage to fing 
The deeds of old times to the found of the firing ; 
To teach a fall'n race to defpife the vile fod, 
And to tread the fair heights their forefathers had trod ; 
Themfelves and the gods and the laws to refpeft, 
And to bear thofe abufes they could not correct ; 
To be gentle and juft, and to cherifh the arts $— 
Secure of a fan&ion, if men had but hearts. 

Thefe nobly perfifted — and thoufands around, 
Who before had been monfters, grew men at the found : 
The paffions, thofe vultures that ravage the breaft, 
Hid their beaks in their wings, and were charm'd into reft ; 
And empty tribunals, 'midft gen'ral applaufe, 
Proclaim'd, that the Muse was a friend to the Laws. 

But now farewell harmony, peace and repofe ! 
Forever farewell ! for now Lawyers arofe ! 
, Now lawyers arofe, men who praftis'd the art 
To hire out their lungs, and get paffion by heart; 
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Now lawyers arofe, men who livtt on debate, 
To whom concord was famine, and ftrife an eftate ; 
Now lawyers arofe, and the brief, and the cafe, 
And the brood of Attoniies, an horrible race ! 
And the long train of clients low cringing behind, 
And the fee, finelling ftrong of the crimes of mankind. 

Thefe fable-rob'd warriors, too quickly began 
To feel that the bard was a check to their plan ; 
He calm'd the contentions they wifh'd to prolong, 
He thinn'd the tribunals they labdur'd to throng ; 
And the laws, which their bus'nefs was oft to defeat, 
His genius made plain, and his melodies fweet ; 
He fix'd them on principles obvious and wide, 
With ardor imprefs'd them, with wifdom applied. 
Allied them to happinefs, reafon and truth, 
CondensM them for age, and adorn'd them for youth. 

Alarm'd at fuch multiplied treafons as thefe, 
Deferted by clients, defrauded of fees, 
Thefe artful ufurpers a ftrufture prepaid, 
To keep in the client, and keep out the bard ; 
A fomething 'twixt fortrefs, and palace, and fane, 
Which who can decypher, defcribe, or explain ? 
On a bafis of fraud-founded fiftions uprear'd, 
Black columns of technical jargon appear'd, 
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Whence, ftorjr on ftdry, the Babel they pil'd, 
While reafon and tafte from the plan were exil'd, 
No r^ular portals, no gradual afcent, 
Nor light could find entrance, nor fmoke get a vent ; 
A magical talifman, form'd of hard words, 
One only, one difficult accefs affords, 
Of founds fo difcordant, no bard could rehearfe 
Their names to his lyre, or record them in verfe. 
The fabric, thus finifh'd, ftill more to fecrete, 
And to frighten their foe from the gloomy retreat* 
A thoufand dark mazes they fram'd, which they knew 
The foot of a poet could never get through ; 
A thoufand deep circling entrenchments they wound, 
With intricate labyrinths tangled around ; 
That the bard in his fearch might be ftill led aftray, 
And return on his footfteps to truth and to day. 

Old Chaos took'd pleas'd when the ftrudure he faw, 
And Ate proclaim'd the great Temple or Law. 
And now view the lawyers fecure on their throne, 
And the kingdom of quirks and of clamor their own; 
Their patent exclufive, to pull and to fleece, 
Both in letter and figure, the fheep and the geefc ! 
And now fing ye mufes the glories unheard, 
Of ages whofe Phoebus wore always a beard ! 
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What fancy, what graces illumin'd the page, 

When Crokes, Brookes and Doddridges polifh'd the age ; 

When words were our learning, and things were forgot, 

And quaint etymology provM — what was not ; 

When the reas'ning was quibble, a pun the fublime, 

And the tafte, Coke's Reports primly pacing in rhyme ! m 

Then vanifh'd the Mufes; to heav'n they arofe, 
And left us to pedantry, prieftcraft and profe : 
The bard in defpair climbing after aloof, 
Having reach'd to the garret, was ftopp'd by the roof 5 
There nVd in a gloomy defpondence remains, 
Or learns from the fpider to fpin from his brains, 
Or, while Lawyers engrofs all the paper and quills, 
On the wall tells with charcoal the tale of his ills. 

And might not all this have abated your rage, 
Ye framers and rods of the crimes of the age ? 
Muft ftill further fpite and injuftice be fhown 
To the monarch your arts have prevail'd to dethrone ? 
Muft Sparta's proud lawgivers farther confpire 
To banifh their bard for improving his lyre ? 
Muft Plato's more rigid behefts be obey'd, 
Till not a fweet fongfter be left in the fhade ? 
Muft England's ftern foreft-laws grant a decree, 
Dear fhade of my Shakefpear ! for punifhing thee ? 
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Muft an haughty convention of Prefbyters frown, 
And the author of Douglas be ftripp'd of his gown ? 
Muft genius to dullnefs for ever fubmit, 
And fines and profcriptions {till perfecute wit ? 
And as if none of this were fufficiently hard, 
As if no difgrace were too great for the bard, 
Muft a fenate of dunces a fentence pronounce, 
That finks all the Mufes to begg'ry at once ; 
Robb'd even of the meed which their talents had won, 
And their laft, fingle pittance, their Copy-Right gone ! 

Proceed, Laws and Lawgivers ! boldly proceed !-— 
But the bard can a page of futurity read ; 
Which tells him " the feafon of enmit/s o'er, 
«« And the Muses and Laws fhallbe friends as before.' — 
And fee ! how already the dawning appears, 
That leads on a feries of fortunate years ! 
See time-honour'd Murray, the friend of the Mufe, 
A poet himfelf, the great objeft purfues ! 
Beneath his bright genius the mazes unfold 
That circled die myftical fabric of old ! 
A thoufand new viftas are caught and difplay'd, 
And Phoebus takes pleafure in chequ'ring the fhade ! 
O bleft with all graces together combin'd 
That can beam from an eye, or a voice, or a mind ! 
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O born to per&ade, to convince, to command ! 

Live on, to compete the great work thou haft planned f 

To out-run the prcdlftion fo early applied, 

To be more than a Tally, and greater than Hyde ! 

See Blacks*one, a bard too, renouncing the bays, 
Has plung'd through the gloom, and has thridded the 

maze; 
And now, with a nice architectural tafte, 
Is correffing the faults that the pile had difgracM ! 
At the touch of his hand open portals appear, 
And fteps to afcend by, and windows to chear ! 
The black magic columns, ftill £x'd on their bafe, 
Give an air of antique, and an awe to the place 5 
And, releas'd from their old cabaliftic abufe, 
Are found to have meaning and wifdom and ufe. 

Thus, thus, by a fraud that ev'n virtue admires, 
The reverfe of old Alfred's, by hiding their lyres, 
Two Bards have at length become priefts of the fane, 
And order and light are returning again. 

Proceed oh ye bards ! your great objeft purfue ! 
If the work's ever finifli'd, it muft be by you ! 
With fpeed and effeft to relieve the opprefs'd, 
To curb the black paffions that poifon the breaft, 
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From fraud and chicane to have refcu'd the laws — 
Let this be your labour, and this your applaufe ! 

And thou toolERNE, my lov'd native Ifle, 

If the Mufe can forefee, fhalt have reafbn to fmile 1 

Thee too in thy poet a triumph awaits, 

Oh guard him, Apollo ! proteft him, ye Fates ! 

So, rais'd to due honours thy fages among, 

While law's pureft do&rines fall fweet from his tongue, 

Shall he pay to the Mufes his early-made vow, 

And an Husset be then, what a Mansfield is now ! 
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FRAGMENT, 

IN THE STYLE OF SPENSER, 

BEING AN INTRODUCTION TO AN INTENDED CONTINUATION Of TUt 

CANTO OF MUTABILITY, 

LEFT UNFINISHED BY THAT AUTHOR. 

s 

Bt the same. 

W O worth the carelefs Carle, whdfe caitiff hand 
Loft in thofe weftern waves that booke of thyne, 
My gentle Spenser, pride of faery lande ! 
And facred pages, ftol'n fro Phoebus , ferine, 
Drent, and immers'd in the fait fea bryne ! 
Ne'er founded be his name by fhepheard's tongue, 
Ne round his tombe the facred ivy twyne, 
Ne foothing requiem to his foule be funge, 
Ne pilgrim's vow be heard the tufted heaps emong ! 



\ 
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When as I thynke, thou dear delight of all, 
Thattredde the Mufes haunts, or love their lore, 
"What fore mifhap did to thy worke befall 
Beyond the reach of fortune to reftore, 
Ah well away ! my harte is pin'd fo fore 
With inward ruth and fad compaffionne, 
That my poor dimmed eyes are clouded o'er, 
And pay for each fweet lyne, fo loft and gone, 
A pitiful exchange :? tear for ev'rie one ! 



- V 



And you, ye fait feas,- to' whofe wide bofome 
So fair a freight was trailed:, how could you 
Confign them, : ruthlefs, to your watry tomb ? 
Some meetei* meed was fure the fhepherd's due 
Who funge fo fweetly of your Nymphez blue ! 
And you ye Nymphs, where was your pity when 
You could with dry eyes that fad fhipwreck view ? 
And you ye Dolphines, fam'd the friends of men, 
Ye fav'd a poet once ! ye loft a better then ! 

And yet perchaunce not loft ! haply to where 
In coral bow*r the nereid lifters play, 
And braid in pearly twine their azure hair, ^ 
Some nymph convayM the precious prize away 5 
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Perhaps even, now, attentive to the lay, 

Fair Amphytrite, deck'd in coronall 

Of Gold and fapphire, fpends the live-long day ; 

Mute are the nymphs, and mute the tritons all, 

While Gloriane's tryumphs ring thro' Neptune's aery hall. 

O what an heav'n it were to mortal ear, 

Could mortal ear but catch their carolling ! 

Ne other found would my foule wifh to hear, 

Ne voice of fong, ne pipe, ne fnVry firing, 

Ne zephyr's ugh, ne all .the choir of fprynge, 

Could I but onely, oaely, hear that ftraine ! 

How wolde I bend to liften ! with what fwynge 

Re-echo each note to the worlde againe, 

Each note, "big with thy praife, my liefeft Glori^ae ! 

Rapt with the thought, my he*rt is hent aloof, 

And brens with feats of chivalrous emprize, 

Of Ladies gay, and knightes in armor proof, 

Whofe high acquifts and long loft memories 

Glance in ftraunge vifioune o'er myravifh'd eyes I 

Ev*n now fo high my fantafie is wound 

With fair conceits of gallant hiftories, 

That I, even I, the fimpleft fwaine on ground, . 

Am tempted forth their lpng defrauded praife to found. 
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And it {hall found ! and many a noble name 

Which Lethe's murky wave has buried long, 

Shall wake from their long fleep, and have their fame j 

And manie a gentle virtue which thy fong, 

Sweet {hade ! had blazon'd erft in colorynge ftrong, 

Rude chance that did fuch moniments to die ! 

Shall live againe the mouths of men amonge, 

Ne other wave {hall fink them, but on hiel 

The tyde of tyme {hall waft them to eternitie I 

And it {hall found ! and thou, mod gentle fpirit 
That ever whifper'd in a {hepheard's ear, 
My Spenser's {hade ! from where thou doft inherit 
Thy bowV of blyfle above, fometymes appear, 

■ 

And to thy {hepheard's lonely dreams be near ! 

And whiles thy ruin'd pile of honours reft 

I ftrive with weakly hand againe to rear, 

So teach me to recall fate's cruel theft, ; ' 

That I of what is loft may deem by what is left ! 
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And thee, fair Constancy ! of all the band . r 

iEtherial that fupport bright virtue's throne *„. * * $ 

m 

The firmeft pillar, thee the poet's hand 
With teints of living colors all his own 
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Had full and fair c pourtrayM, tho* now alone 
Some fcatter'd traces of the worke remaine, 
Remaine to (how in part, what, if 'twere fhown 
In all its juft proportions, might reftraine ' 

Far other Bard than I to tempt the Iyke againe.. 

With thee then 'gins the Mufe her firft eflay, 
All be {he callow yet and rude to fynge, 
Tet hoping haply fome maturer day 
May add grace to her fong, ftrength to her wynge. 
And thou my Spenser ! pardon thou the thynge, 
If I thy SyDNEt's name and virtues rare 
Shall dare into thefe unco rymesto brynge, 
Thyne A$tRo£HEL, whofe glories paft compare 
In thefe uncourtly lynes but faintly fhadowtt are ! 

i 

. Blcft bard of Arcadie^ from whofe fweete lippe, 

Clothed in words of fugred breathings, hunge 

Stoch queint conceits of curious workmanfhip, 

* 'A* maifter'd all except thy Colin's tongue ! 

'$l£ft bard, bleft heroe too ! whofe name has rung 

, . .Whfere'er the walks of Chevifance extend ! 

£ertes no fweeter ftraine can e'er be funge 

To Phcebus , ear, than where thy name is penn'd, 

■ Great Aftrophel ! Arcadia's glorie ! Spenser's Friend ! 
■i ' *> 
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AN HEROI — COMICAL POEM IN FOVR BOOKS, DONB 
FROM THE FRENCH OF MONS. GRES3ET. 



By THE SAME. 
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INTRODUCTION, 
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BY THE TRANSLATOR, ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN SETTTJ^ 

OUT ON HIS TRAVELS. 



± 'VE read, in fome old author, grave and deep, 
That traveling is not half fo good as fleep; 
Sound fleep, a fteady friend to human kind, 
Strengthens alike the body and the mind, 
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While travel, like the grape's deceitful juice, 

Is ftill of doubtful, oft of dangerous ufe; 

Doubtful, if e'er it gain'd a finglegem, 

When beft employ'd, to virtue's diadem, 

But certain, that it oft with felon-art, 

Hath ftol'n her principles, and fteePd her heart. 

Thofe lovely prejudices, which (he wore, 

Twin'd with her heart-ftrings on her native fhore, 

Thofe home-fpun maxims, by whofe Ample aid, 

Our grandfires woo'd her in the rural fhade, 

Her honeft plain attire, the graceful ftole, 

Spun by fair truth, tranfparent to the foul ; 

How oft comes travel, and with whirlwind fway, 

All thefe, thy dower, fweet virtue ! fweeps away ! 

Oh happier far his lot, whom fortune fhields 
; In rude fknplicity, on native fields, 
\ Whofe cares a few paternal acres bound, 
, W-ho loves his family, and tills his ground, 
rl t t han his, whom fafhion has decoyM to wafte 
His £ime and talents in purfuit of tafte, * 
♦ Etfom foreign climes antiques and coins to bear, 
And leave, a fad exchange, his virtues there! 
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• * * r Confult all nature— ~view the ftarry ikies ; 
;^ * WJm> ranks the comet, through the void that flies, 
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Or planets, fond thro* ev'ry fign to roam, 

With funs, diffusing warmth and life at home ? 

What gains the torrent, down the mountain fide 

Rufhing with giddy hafte, and wafteful pride, 

But filth and feathers, ftrangers to its fource, 

The tears of orphans, and the farmer's curfe ? 

To yon proud City's gate a Zephyr comes, 

Exhaling health from herbs and flow'rs and gums ; 

Each rofe-bud open'd as he pafs'd along, 

And ev*ry bird addrefs'd him with a fong ; 

The Dryads courted him to blefs their grove, 

His breath was fragrance, and his voice was love* 

His ftars feduc'd him from the flow'ry vale 5 

To foreign courts, and travel fpeeds the gale. 

At foreign courts our Zephyr now has been, 

Has whifper'd minifters and kifs'd a queen, 

Convers'd with courtly beaux and courtly belles, ? *\ *£ 

• • ' a" 

%n bagnios, brothels, taverns and hotels j 
And fpent, no mortal could fo far prefume, 
A whole night long, in Celia's dreffing room, 












And now behold our Trav'ller home repair, ^ 7 
But oh juft Gods'! with what a different air ! 
How chang'dfrom him, the fav'rite of the grove, 
Whofe breath was fragrance, and whofe voice was lof$ { ^ 
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With hideous vapours, and cold rheum oppreft, 
His flagging wings can fcarce fupport his bread } 
To a dead calm his youthful fire's decay'd, 
Or on!y wafts infection thro' the lhade : 
Not deadlier blafts the hot Sirocco blows, „ 
The Dryads, as they fhun him, ftop their nofe, 
The ftylark drops, if near his haunts he fly, 
The myrtles fitken and the rofes die, 
In fhort, of all that blefs'd his native plains, 
Our Zephyr not one quality retains, 
Nor aught lias gain'd by crofting Ian ds and feas, 
But fogs and ftench, infection and difeafe. 

Thus fpeaks the voice of Nature, and we all, 

Reafon to mo.al things from natural. 

Our native ton.ue another proof affords ; 
L-_ Vagrant, and vagabond are ancient words, 

y . ■" The road, the highway, to the knave belong, 

1 To err's at once to wander, and do wrong, 

Knight errant means a madman, and we cr.il, 

'An errant rogue, the verieft rogue of all. 

HSbs he by fea ? A rover ftraight we hear ; 

Dpes he tell Kes ? oh ! he's a traveller ; 

$tmp, atheift, (harper, profligate and poor, 
,, * mat words defcribe him ? he has made the tour. 



The travell'd Cat is ever given to ftray ; 
The travell'd Pigeon lures your flock away ; 
More innocent, at leaft Gay tells you fb, 
The travell'd monkey but returns a beau. 
What changes travel in a parrqt wrought, 
How fmall the purchale, and how dearly bought, 
Now, while rude Eaft winds block the Irifli fea, 
Attend — Tis gresset tells the Tale thro' me. 
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BOOK THE FIRST. 

UNCEat Nevers, within a Nuhn'ry^s grate, 

A charming PARROT'liy'd in eafe and ftate $ 

Whofe playful graces, whofe colloquial art, 

>, < . " Whofe focial virtues, and whofe gen'rous heart, 

I :' ' 

>*\ . A Might well, if worth could ever boaft the powV, 

"*•.■" 
^ i . Have fav'd their owner from misfortune's hour. 



jjp , ..' Ver-Vert, for fuch the name our hero bore, 









- vTcanfplanted early from the Indian fhore, 
While yet, quite fimple, his experience fmall, 
^\ * Knew nothing more than juft to eat, and call, 
Jf For his foul's health, was, by his guardians kind 

fc Within thefe venerable walls confin'd. 
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Jlandfome he was, fhowy, and fpruce, and gay. 
Open and frank, as is youth's carelefs way, 
His feelings all alive, but good his will, 
And perfectly illiterate in ill ; 
In fhort, his whole complexion, even his rage 
Jor talk, had mark'd him for a convent cage. 

When fuch perfections grac'd our lovely bird, 
Twere vain to tell how much he was adoiM. 
Next to the confeflbr in ev'ry heart 
Ver-Vert enjoy'd a favoured lover's part \ 
Nay, if fame lye not, more than one fair breaft 
Felt that the Parrot triumph-d o ? er the Prieft, 
Whate'er refrefhment in that calm abode 
Was by the Nuns for their dear fire in God 
To reinftate his holy paunch prepaid, 
Ver-Ve&t, a gueft almoft as welcome, fhartL 

AliowM to all their loves without control, 
He Teign'd, the univerfal convent's foul : 
Except, perhaps, a few maturer dames 
That, having outliv'd love, and all his flames, 
Now live to heav'n alone, and burn with zeal 
To damp the pleafures they no longer feel, 
Not one in alHhe fifterhood r but pro^d 
By tend'reft inftances, how much they lov'd. 
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As free as air, for birds can do no harm, 
He faid, he did, and (till was fure to charm. 
With all the wanton Tallies of a child 
How oft has he their painful hours beguil'd ! 
How oft with wicked hill, in playful ftrife, 
Peck'd at the kerchief, or derang'd the coif ! 
No party could the pious fitters bear 
If our fweet bird were not invited there ; 
Dull paft the ev'ning to each yawning maid, 
Unlefs his various talents were difplayM. 
He toy'd, but ftill with fuch a modeft air 
As never fhock'd or difcompos'd the fair, 
Still in that baihful, harmlefs, prudent way 

• 

In which a novice' felf might deign to play, 

Queftion'd inceflantly by ev'ry tongue, 
He anfwerM all, and never anfwer'd wrong. 
Juft fo, if faith be due to ancient lore, 
Great C-esar dictated at once to four, 

A conftant gueft, no dinner, no defcrt 
In the refectory, without Ver-Vert; 
There choice of all was ofFer'd to his tafte, 
Befides what elfe, by way of light repaft 
To ftay his fqueamifh appetite 'twixt meals, 
The loaded pockets, of each After fills. 
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The train of fond, minute attentions, all 
"Were born, 'tis faid, within a convent's wall. 

This truth each day our happy hero provM, 

* 

For never was court-fav'rite fo belov'd. 
Our charming boarder ev'ry heart employed j 
His days in blifsful leifurehe enjoy'd ; 
In the great dortour # free at night to reft 
He ranged, and chofe the cell he lik'd the beft. 
Oh ! happy then, too happy was the fair 
"Whofe nightly orifons he deign'd to fhare ! 
But feldom with the ftarch'd and prudent maid 
Of antique gravity and charms decay'd 
Fix'd he his perch. Much oftner in the cell 
Of fome young lovely novice he would dwell ; 
There, when the blooming Anchoret had clos'd 
Thofe eyes he watch'd to look on, he repos'd 
Perch'd on her Agnus-box % until!, the night 
Being paft, the nymph awoke, and all was light. 
Then, a free witnefs, of the fair reclufe 
Would he furvey — the toilet : nor accufe 
The bard, chafte maids, of flander, tho' he tells 
Stories of toilets feen in convent-cells ; 
The bard but whifpers in your private ears, 
And echoes, 'tis no more, the talc he hears, 

•Dormitory. 
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He hears, there needs t'adorn a veiled face 
As true a mirror, as if deck'd in bee ; 
That in the holy cloifter's calm abode, 
Ev'n as in courts profane, there reigns a mode ; 
That tafte may be in fimpleft drap'ry fhown, 
And crape itfelf learn beauties not its own ; 
That oft a train who pierce both wall and grate, . ^%'f" ***■'?* 

A fwarm of little loyes the fair await, 
Give to the kerchief's fold a graceful air, 
Or twine the fillet that enwreaths the hair ; 
And, to the parlour's glare before you pafs. 
One muft — at leaft two glances at a glafs. 

But this amongft ourfelves. Now for my fong— • 
Thus roll'd our hero's peaceful days along, 
While free from toil and jealoufy and fear 
O'er ev'ry heart he reign'd without compeer. 
For him fair Prue forgot her fparrow's cage, 
for him, four finches died of jealous rage, 
And two mild tabbies, fav'rites many a day, 
Sunk in negleft, and pin'd their lives away. 

Ah ! who'd have thought, in thofe delightful hours, 
All fpent in cultivating virtue's flow'rs, 
Ah ! who'd ha\ ~ thought there e'er would come a time 
Pregnant with mifery, and ftain ? d with crime, 
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When this fweet bird, fo lov'd, his graces gone, 
Should turn a horror for all eyes to fhun ! 



But ftop my Mufe, the gufhing tear reftrain, 
.And leave to future pages to explain 
-jf\\ '-^A difinal tale, that hearts of ice would move ; 
™r :*.?-' The haplefc fruit of a chafte Nunn'ri'sJovc ! 



.N- ». 



BOOK THE SECOND. 



You'll quickly guefs, fuch miftrefles to teach, 
Our hero foon obtain'd the gift of fpeech ; 
In truth, except at hours of meat, or reft, 
Like a true nun, his ftory never ceas'd : 
Yet ftill 'twas all correct, in tone and look, 
And ftile, as if the whole were conn'd by book. 
No wanton he, like thofe in window cage 
SpoiPd by the fchooling of a vicious age; 
By worldly breath corrupted, and their mind 
To fecular impurities inclin'd 5 
Not fo — Ver-Vert might even a cowl have gainM, 
So pure his foul, fo innocently train'd : 
No notion ever had he learn'd of ill, 
No wicked word had ever paft his bill 5 



» . r\ 






But pfalms inftead, ^'^jlf\W not a few, 

And well the « Myflfc Jjlftgues" he knew j 

" Your charity," and «* wbd mother" he could fay, 

And « Benedicite," spjja $let us pray," 

Nay fome of the " SfSHocj^f 9 he fpoke, 

And fev'ral fcraps frojn « jf/fary a la Coque? 






In that wife manfion had }»$ ev'ry aid, 
Which might a willing mind ^p knowledge lead ; 
There many a learned fitter might he meet, 
Who, word for word, quite pgrfeft and complete, 
Grav'd on their pious memories, could retain 
All the good Chriftmas hymns from Charlemain. 

* m . 
"» 

Thus form'd, thus train'd, our pupil quickly grew 
Wife as his tutors, and as pious too. 
Ev'n of their tone, a dext'rous mimic, he 
Took off the fweet, flow, whinJrig fanctity ; 
The notes fo languifhing that grifc'd their pfalms, 
Their dove-like murm'rings, an<|- their holy qualms ; 
In fhort, Ver-Vert knew all, both verfe and. profe, 
For choir or cell, that anyfifter fihows. 



Quite too confinM within a cloifter's bound, 
Such merit could not but be trump'ct around ; 



\ 
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Thro' all Nevers, froin, morn to eve, there reigns 
No fame, but of the dear delightful fcenes, 
That chear'd the leifure of each happy nun. 
Ev*n from Moulkis to fee the bird they run- 
Such crowds !~The poor Ver-Vert can find no reft ! 
Fair Agnes, ftill in fineft kerchief dreft, 

. Is fix'd to guard and {how him. To the crowd 
She points his colours fine, his ftature proud ; 
His gentle playfulnefs, his thoufand arts 
Of foft endearment gain the gazers hearts. 

- But all this beauty, all thefe winning ways, 
Were but as preludes to his better praife ; 
Forgot at once, they vanifh'd, when his beak 
Op'ning, th* enchanted audience heard him fpeak ! 



'Twas then, his mind well ftor'd with fcraps devout, 
And holy prettinefles, long drawn out, 
While mute amazement thro' the circle ran, 
Th' illuftrious bird his great difplay began. 
Each inftant, varying ftill, new graces prefs, 
New charms appear, ofperfon, or addrefs ; 
And, — of a public fpeaker ftrange to think ! 
Not one in all his audience flept a wink ; 
What orator could e'er fay fo before ! — 
They praife his language much, his mem'ry more. 
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He, meantime, quite correct, and all in ftyle* 
Dead to the nothingnefs of this world's fmile, 
Devoutly bridling up, his triumph took 
With the mod decent modefty of look. 
At length, his fund of learning all difplayM, 
His half-clos'd beak a final cadence made > 
Then, with a graceful bow on either fide, 
His audience he difmifs'd, quite edified 1 



Except fome very little idle prate, 
Learn'd, lord knows where, moil likely at the grate* 
Thro' all this exhibition, not a word, 
But elegancies, pick and choice, were heard ; 
Ejaculations pious, heart-fetch'd Oh's, - 
N's, length'ned languifhingly through the nofe j * 

Each word, each accent breath'd, in fenfe profound, 
The odor of true fan&ity around. 

Thus liv'd in that delightful hermitage, 
At once its grave dire&or, faint, and fage, 
Father Ver-Vert, of many a nun the friend, 
Fat as a monk, and not lefs reverend j 
Deep-learn'd as an Abbe ; of talents prov'd, 
Bclov'd at once, and worthy to be lov'd \ 
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TPoWFd, bemulied, bcdtaen'd, and becnrl'd ; 
In fhort, too bleft, had he ne'er feen the world ! 



But ah ! the hour, the fatal hour draws nigh, 
Of glory eclips'd, difgrace and infamy ! 
O fhame ! O guilt ! O horrid tale to write ! 
Could I but fink it in oblivion's night, 
And blot, * in pity to the future age, 
The fatal voyage, from th* hiftoric page ! — 
Alas ! what perils wait a fhining name ! 
The torch of glory is a dangerous flame ! 
Hear but the tale, you'll own the moral true, 
« Th' obfcureft ftation is the happieft too ; 
4< Talents too bright, too flattering fbccefe, 
cc But mar our morals — and our happtaefe* 



Thy name, Ver-Veut f and bright perfections, foon 
Difdain the praifes of a neighboring town ; 
Fame marks a wider theatre, and chants 
Thy charms and glories to the towYs of Nantes. 
There, a known convent's hallow'd cloifters hold, 
Of venerable nuns a facred Ibid, - "■?■ 

O 
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Who, as elfewhere, are feldom found the laft, 
To know whate'er is paffing, or has paft. 



Thefe, having fwallowM all that fame could teach, 
Of " a great Parrot that was heard to preach/* 
Were tempted with a ftrong defire ; in footh 
A godly one ; — to fee, and know, the truth. 

Defire, in all maids, rages like a fire ; 
But, in a nun, it rages ten times higher. 
Already to Nevers all hearts were fled, 
Already, topfy turvy, evVy head 
Turn'd, for a Parrot ! — On that very night, 
To the fuperior at Nevers they write, 
To beg her c< with her lovely bird to part, 
€( For a few days, to many a longing heart. 
€i That down the Loire he might with fafety glide, 
€€ Whence, fondly welcom'd, it fliould be the pride 
« Of ev*ry maid who for his prefence pants, 
c< To make him happy in the cells of Nantes." 

The letter goes but « the dear anfwer when !" 

In .|welve days time. — " Oh what an age till then l" 
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Letter on letter— a new fummons flies — 
Sleep is no more y and fitter Phoebe dies ! 

Safe to Nevers at length the letter's fped— 
« A cafe of weight !" — A chapter's held— 'tis read — 
The bold requeft excites a gen'ral frown, ; 
" What ! lofe our bird ? — Oh heav'ns ! our lives as fooh ! 
" Amongft thefe tombs, thefe folitary towVs 
" Without Ver-Vert how chafe the tedious hours !" 

Thus fpoke at leaft the younger nuns, whofe bread 
Alive to joy, and tir'd of vacant reft, 
Open'd with eafe to harmlefs pleafure's key ; 
<c And fure, in juftice, 'twas the leaft, that they, 
<c A blooming train, coop'd in a convent's wall, 
<c Without one fingle other toy at all, 
« Might be allow'd one harmlefs Paroquet 
<c To chat an idle minute with !" — And yet, 
Th' affiftant mothers, and each ancient dame, 
Whofe hearts to love's foft beatings now were tame, 
Prudently cool, politically wife, 
Saw, thro' their fpeclacles, with other eyes. 
t( To fend the bird, thefe rev'rend maids opin'd, 
" Would be a prudent ftep, as well as kind: 

O 2 
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" It might contribute much to heal the fchifm 

" Between them on the (core of Qwttifin \ 

« In heavVs directing hand the bird might prove 

« A faring inflrument j and holy love 

« With all th' experiences its patrons (hare, 

« Triumphant reign at Nantes, as at Never*." 

Thus argu'd the wife heads in grave debate ; 
And thus decreed the ancient maiden ftate. 



This vote once paft, loud murmurs inftant fweU, 
And plaintive fbrrow reigns in eVry cell : 
Quite frantic, fifter Seraphina firft 
Feels her grief rifing, and muft (peak — or burft. 
" Is it then true ! fwect bird, of thee bereft, 
" Say what of joy to us, or life is left ! 
« Was it for this, Oh perverfe fate ! that I 
" Starv'd my poor cat, and let my linnet fly ! 
« For this with daintieft cates my pockets ftorM, 
t( And baulk'd my appetite, to fwell my hoard ! 
<c For this each night, each morning, to my breaft— " 
Tears and a fallen filence fpofce the reft. 

Thrice in another cell that earthly faint, 
The pious mother Sacriftina, faint 



£ 
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And fpeechlds, fcream'd, and turrfd as pale as death ; 
Four fighs fuccecded ; big fobs choak'd her breath ; 
No vent fufficient for her grief fhe found ; 
Nature could hold no longer, and, fhe fwoon'd. 



All is in woe! Aftrangeprefageofill 
Clouds the lad voyage— horrid vifions fill 
Th* affrighted fency thro 1 the womb of night, 
And add new terrors to the morning's light. 
In vain ! — the mournful moment comes ! — JStfn now* 

The bark ffand* ready with obverted prow 

Refolve to part they nkuft 5- and, fate fevere ! 
A whole month's tedious abfence learn to bear. 
Each forrowing fitter now, with cruel art, 
Contrives new anguifh to torment her heart ; . 
Anticipation comes, with magic pow'r 
And paints as prefent each lad widowed hour. 
A thoufand vain alarms their fancies crowd, 
They hear wind rifing, or they fee a cloud ; 
Cats, carelefs fervants, monkies, grin around, 
And poor Ver-Vert by turns is eat, ftarv'd, hanged, 
and drown'd. 



*>**" 



How many kifies, in that hour of grief, 
Not fuch as wont, yet full of foft relief, 



( 200 ) 

Receiv'd Ver-Veet ! how many tender fears ! 
They catch, embrace him, bathe him with their tears ; 
The more the moments urge, to rob their arms, 
The more they feel his love, and fee his charms. 



At length, oh fatal truth! Ver-Vert is gone !• 
And love with him, and love's difport are flown, ! 
" Go charmer go ! on glory's pinions borne, 
" But faithful, ah forget not to return ! 
u Thf e may light zephyrs waft along the wave, 
" While in an hideous calm, ftill as the grave, 
" Thine exil'd Agnes hides her languid head, . 

+ 

" Unheard, unfeen, unknown, uncomfor&U 
u Go charmer go ! but conftant, ftUl, and trufcj 
" Ah think Qn her who bids this laft adieu ! 
« So may my lovely bird, where'er he roves, 
« Be worfhipp'd as the firft-born of the loves !" 



Such the farewell a certain lifter writ, 
Who, fcarce fo giv'n to godlinefs as wit. 
Had oft, t' amufe and quiet her regrets, 
Pray'd in Racine, in private, 'twixt the flieets 5 
And would, at once, with all her heart and foul, 

* 

To quit the nuns, have followM — r—even an Owl, 
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But all 1$ o^rdr now, Ver-Vert's on board.* 
O much Wd bird, as yet with virtue ftortl, 

* 

As yet untaught 'one wicked word to found, 
O may thy heart, on Its return, be found 
Its innocence and virtue to retain, 
And bear them tairitlefs to thefe walls again ! 



But fee, the lab'ring boatmen ply the oar, 
And the lafb'dwave refounds along the .fhore ! 
The fails are fpread ; a brifk wind wafts them on $ 
See how fhe leflens ! Going! Going!— Gone! 






BOOK THE THIRD. 



THE fame light, frail, and vagrant fluff that bore 
Our holy bird from Nevers* weeping fhore, 
Bore alfo two Gafcons, a nurfe, a monk, 
Two eafy nymphs, and three dragoons quite drunk % 
Choice fet, heav'n knows ! for a young thing to meet, 
Juft callow from a convent's chafte retreat ! 



% 
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Poor innocent Ve*-Vrjvt, quite at a Hand, 
Felt as if dropp'd uponfomc unknown land ; 
New languages j new tones \ Ox 9 aftonUh'd bird 
In good footh could not underftand one word ! 
No more of pious converfe did he hear; 
No more of Gofpel texts falute his ear i 
Of mental prayV, of evangelic phrafe, 
Such as the veftals taught his early days ; 
Grofs words infixed, and of no Cfcriftitn founds 
Affault his Organs and his thought! coafofcfld. 

Firft the dragoons, a race not much devout, 
Bandied the tavern's brawling jokes about, 
While, to keep off fea qualms, and thought's reftraint, 
They worfliip Bacchus as their only faint. 



Meantime the nymphs perform'd, quite frank and free, 
With the Gafcons, a fcene of gallantry; 
A conversation, which in truth befpoke 
Great (kill, in both parts, at an Equivoque. 

V 

On t'other fide, with their own boilfrotn roar, 
The boatmen cuitfd and gfo'd, and ftmg and firore ; 
No mine'd or whifper'd founds dtfgracM that train ; 
No word loft there for want of (peaking plain. 
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TVGdft all this wit, embarrafs'd and confiis'd, 
Ver-Vert preferVd a filence little ns'd 5 
Deje&ed, timid, all his fpirits fink * 
He knows not what to fay, nor what to think. 

By chance at laft friar Lubin took a freak, 
To roufe the mufer, and to hear him (peak. 
To this intent, with accent* that confefs'd 
Not much o'th' monk, oar hero he addrefs'd. 
The gentle bird afibmes his mildeft mien, 
And, fighing in due method from within, 
With tone demnreft, « Ave fifter !" cries— 
At "Ave" round a peal of laughter flies : 
" Cry mercy confeflpr \" and " fmoke the friar V 9 
Refound alternate from the foll-mouth'd choir ; 
A butt is found, the gen'ral gibe to guide ; 
They budger poor Vbr-Vert on cv'ry fide. 

Thus made the jeft, the burthen of their fong, 
Ver-Vert began to think his fyftem wrong ; 
Began to feel he foon muft change his note, 
That what pleas'd cells, would never pleafe a boat, 
And that whoe'er would vulgar praife purfue, 
Muft learn to fpeak as thofe around him do. 
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A foul high fpirited, whofe life had been 
Of finiles and funfhine one continued fcene, 
Not train'd to bearing, not from pride exempt, 
No wonder, could not ftand againft contempt. 
By ev'ry tongue wjth galling gibes affail'd, 
His ftrength, his fortitude, his patience fail'd. 

With patiencfc fled his virtue 5 from that time, 
Stain'd with ingratitude, his fecond crime, 
He curs'd his old inftruftreffes, he curs'd 
Thofe pious fifters who his youth had nurs'd : 
u Ignorant jades, that had, with all their fafi, 
€€ Not taught one fentence fit for one of us, 
t€ The ftrong, the foft, alike to them unknown, 
" The broad plain nervous, or the phrafe in ton !" 

To learn thefe beauties, now are all his pains ; 
He talks but little, but he racks his brains ; 
And firft, fo fhrewd, one might almoft have fworn, 
Ourreas'ning biped ne'er had feathers worn, 
His new acquirements to receive and hold, 
He finds he muft get rid of all the old ; 
Thofe pious gewgaws that had ftufFd his head— . 
Twas no great talk — two days, and all were fled ; 



V 
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So much he found the language of dragoons 
More " modifli, and the thing" than that of nuns. 



This groundwork finifli'd, this un-learning o'er, 
Scarce could you think, or look about, before 
That bird fo chafte, fo modeft, in a trice 
Is a rude ribald, ftain'd with ev'ry vice : 
Soon knew he well to curfe, and damn and rot, 
Like Satan fous'd in holy-water-pot j 
To that fam'd rule a ftrong exception he, 
That greateft crimes are learn'd but gradually, 
For he, in firfs black orders, with a bounce, 
"Without noviciate, flood profefs'd at once. 



Too well he watch'd the boatmen, to forget 
One fingle letter of their alphabet ; 
If one of thefe, feiz'd with a qualm, let fly 
A damn— ^.Ver-Vert retail'd it inftantly: 
Then, loud applauded by th* unholy crew, 
Vain and puff 'd up with praife fo little due, 
The mean ambition now was all his whim 
Of pleafing thofe, who were debauching him. 
Thus had Ver-Vert entirely changM his creed, 
And grown an " orator profane*' indeed. 
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While thefe fad days, thefe (cents of horror paft, 
Say what, ye lovely mourners, fair as chafte, 
What were your lonely thoughts, your filent prayY, 
Sequefter'd in the convent of Nevers ! 
No doubt full many a nine day vow was made 
For his return, who ill thofe vows repaid ; 
^or him, th' ingrate ! who now to other chains 
Submitting, fpurns at all your pious pains. 
No doubt each accefs to the convent frown'd 
With all the fullennefs of grief around ; 
Deferted, tenantlefs the grate remained, 
And, almoft, filence thro' the manfion reign'd. 



r 

Ceafe, ceafe your vows ye fair ! Ver-Vert no more 
Deferves the place that in your hearts he bore ; 
No more is he that venerable bird 
So orthodox in ev'ry thought and word; 

■■Jr. - • That preacher fo for fourideft ddftrine fam'd, 

Of heart untainted, and of zeal untam'd ; 
1 \;. But grown, oh how fhall I relate it \ grown 

pr The verieft filthy ribald in the town f 

The wanton winds and water nymphs around 
Have reap'd your harveft, and laid wafte your ground ! 
Ah ! boaft no more his wit's afpiring flight ! 
What, without virtue, boots a genius bright f 
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Th' Ingrate has, dead to wounded honour's finart, 
Debauch'd, at once, his talents, and his heart ! 



The ikiff however, now approaches Nantes, 
Where, with impatience ev'ry fitter pants ; 
For their defires, too flow each morn arofe, 
For them too flowly did each evening clofe : 
Hope, meantime, flattering hope, ingenious ftill 
To veil with fancied good each real ill, 
Promis'd the maids a cultivated mind, 
A Parrot nobly trained, polite, refin'd ; 
Promis'd improving language, accents mild, 
Choice fentiments, a tongue precifely fiPd j 
Promis'd, (oh who hope's promifes can take !) 
A finifh'd merit, of a finifh'd Rake. 

The bark arrives. The cage is brought on fhorc — 
A maid fat watching at the convent's door, 
Who ev'ry day fince the firft letter went, 
Had regularly to that (land been fent ; 
There her eyes wand'ring o'er the watry wafte, 
Seem'd ftill to fay, « oh lovely bird make hafte !" 

The cunning bird, debarking near where flood 
Th' attendant Hebe of the veil and hood, 
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Soon as her prudifli eye with lids half (hut, 
Her fine fluff gown, her coif of ancient cut, 
Her white gloves, and her little crofs were feen, 
At once guefs'd her profeffion by her mien. 
He fhrugg'd up at the fight, and, ftrange to tell, 
En milltaire cried, « Damn the prude to hell !" 
Much fonder now on fome dragoon to wait, 
Whofe vulgar jargon he had learnt to prate, 
Than to go con thofe holy things once more, 
Which he had ftudied all in vain before : 
Nuns are become his horror, and he hates 
The very thought of parlors, cells, and grates. 



However, when the Fates have once faid " go, n 
Tis vain for angry Parrot to cry €t no ;" 
So, on the maiden bears him ; — vain his arts, 
Vain all the wounds his bill gives, all the fmarts. 
In truth he bit her well ; her neck, fome fwear, 
Some fay, her arm ; they dont know rightly where, 
Nor is it much important. Brief to fay, 
Not without pain he's borne at laft away 

Safe to the convent they announce his name 

On ev'ry fide quick fpreads the growing fame : 
At the firft news, the <;onvent-bell is toll'd ; 
The nuns were then atvefpersj but behold, 



( 20 9 ) 

Wingfd all at once they quit the choir, and out 

« Tis he !"— he's in the parlor !" — — « paft a doubt !" 
In fwarms they fly; they burn to have a view ; 
Ev'n the old faints themfelves come hobbling too j 
Of years retarding they've forgot the weight ; 
Their hearts in brifker meafures learn tp beat ; 
All things grow young ; and, the records allow 
That u Mother Grace ran for the firft time now." 



\ 



BOOK THE FOURTH. 



AT length, they fee the bird. They gaze, admire 
His beauties ; gaze Again ; and never tire. 
No wonder, for the rogue, the truth to fpeak, 
"Was not a hair the uglier, tho' a rake ; 
Nay, the bluff foldier-look, and fparkifh air, 

Have oft been thought ev'n beauties by the Fair. *£ 

And is it fit, juft heav'n, a traitor's front 
Should carry, thus, deceitful graces on't ! 
Ah might not fome black brand, plac'd full in view, 
Diftinguifh Cains from Abels, falfe from true ! 
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To praifc the charms that lurk in ev'ry feather, 
All, clittcr clatter, all tongues go together ; 
So loud the buzz, that thro' the rattling iky 
Jove's thunders might have paft unheeded by. 
He, meantime, 'midft this uproar, without once 
Deigning one pious Ave, one Refponfe, 
Rolls his eyes round with one o'th' modifh ftares, 
Juft as our fpruce young Carmelites do theirs. 
The poor nuns blufh — a firft addrefs fo rude 
Gave fcandal to the pious fifterhood : 
But this was nothing to what next fucceeds ; 
For when the mother priorefs, her beads 
Leaving, with faintlike air, in th' inward man 
To commune with our carnal bird began, 
He, carelefsly, with a disdainful tone, 
Better in brothels than in convents known, 
, In the true blackguard cant, without a paufe, 
Or thought of what an horrid phrafe it was, 
How diflbnant from pious ears and rules, 
My chap cries « Split me but thefe nuns are fools." 

s 

Records aflure us that 'twas in the boat 
Upon the Loire he learn'd this pretty note j 
Howe'er it be, the form of his fet-out, 
Look'd fo fufpicious, that it rais'd a doubt 
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In the chafte Sifter St. Auguftine's * mind ;— 

To filence him £he tries with accents kind, ' 

And whifpers « Fi done, pretty brother, Fi !"-— 

The « pretty brother" full of mutiny 

And rudenefs, his unblufhing front uprears, 

And rings aloud « Whores all'* thro' both their ears. 

• 

€c O holy virgin! mother! He's a witch !" 

Cries out the nun, « Juft heav'n! what fort of fpeech!** 

cc The good Ver-Vert ! the bird of pious fame I"— *- 

At this Ver-Vert like true bred gallows game, 

Apoftrophizes her with " Damn your eyes"— - 

Each lifter in her turn comes up and tries 

To filence this dragoon, but all in vain, 

They get their own, and foon decamp again. 

Vexing the younger prudes with many a feoff, 

He takes their pretty, prattling anger off; 

Still ruder to the crofs, old maids he grows, 

And echoes all their fhufilings through his nofe ; 

But worft of all, when, with a Cor/ait's roar, 

Sick of th' infipid fitters more and more, 

Enrag'd, at once out rattled from his throat 

All, all the horrid language of the boat, 

Dire blafphemies, oaths, curfes not a few, 

In fhort, all hell brought forward in review ; 

* Such names are frequently, without diftinltion of fex, a flamed by 
nuns on taking the veil. St. Ambrofe, St, Auftin, St, John, &c* 
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« B's, Fs, w by dozens vollied from his beak !— 
(The younger fift ers thought him fpeaking Greek ;) 
« G— 's Blood ! w « The Holy I"— At the dreadful found 
The grate and all the convent quaktt around ! 
Croffing themfelves, the nuns, with horror dumb, 
Run out—- they think the day of judgment come ! 
Quick to the convent's fartheft vaults they fly, 
And, (ah who can on pious zeal rely !) 
Chafte Cunigund, a faint ev'n from her youth, 
Falls in her flight, and lofes her laft tooth ! 

Th* afylum gain'd, in vain the wreftiing fair 
Would exorcife themfelves by mental prayV, 
The horrid chaos of unchriftian founds, 
Breaks on each trance, ancTev'ry pray'r confounds. 
In hellifii forms the impious words appear 
As if embodied, to their filent fear ; 
Before their very eyes, in vifion ftrange 
They feem, and ev'n within their grafp to range ! 

Thus long time they remained, 'twixt murmur'd moans, 
Ejaculated fighs, and echoed groans j 
When, flowly dp'ning with fepulchral yawn, 
Thus quiver'd the pale lips of pure St. John : 
" Good heav'ns ! chafte Virgin ! who has here entie'd 
" This Belial upon earth, this Antichrift f 
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« Sweet Lady Mother I Tis none other fefe ! 

" None but the fiend could fueh lad words c ftJitf e ! 

€€ In nomine Patris! this the boafted blaze 

« Of wit! the preacher fo extott'd withprai&l 

" Oh fend the monfter back, stnd purge the place !*«— 

" Father of love " replied fage mother Grace 

« What horrors h— heav'ns, our filters of Nevers ! 

€t Is this their Liturgy ! their form of pray*r ! 

" Is't thus they train up youth ! The heretic ! 

" Oh pack him off ! fweet Saviour ! fend him quick I 

" Let him not enter ! all the devils in hell 

*' Quick at his heels would ramp thro 9 evVy cell I" 

'Tis fix'd, 'tis paft— Ver-Vert 1 is tag*d once mote % 
« Back to the convent whence he came before, 
" Without one fingle moment o( delay, 
« Th* unfeetnly brawler muft be fent away*'* 
ProfcribM, of all immunities fore-priz'd, 
Convift, attainted, anathematized, 
As <c wilfully attempting to enfhare 
€€ And taint the morals of the cloifter'd fair." 
All fign th' Arret; and at the very time 
They weep the culprit, they condemn the crime y 

For « oh what pity ! in the flower of youth 

» 

" To be fo loft to innocence add troth ! 
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€i To bear, beneath a plumage fo divine, 
« The manners of the groffeft libertine I" 

In fhort, he goes. Borne on the portreis' hand, 
Joy fills his heart to quit this hated ftrand ; 
No bitings now j quite happy and ferene 
He gets on board and fails for home again. 

And now, a fecond courfe of lectures paft, 
As learned and improving as the laft, 
Quite fkill'd in brothel courtfhip, and in all 
The nervous language of a tavern brawl, 
He fhines, the Rochefter of feather'd beaux — 
But oh what horror ev'ry bofom froze, 
When, home return'd, his new-learn'd (erenade 
Gave grief and fcandal to each once-lov'd maid ! 

'* When, welcom'd by fair Agnes from abroad, 
He bellow'd, « Z— d's ! a B— h, a B— h, by G— d"; 
•And horrid ! in the whole aflembled choir, 

' Aflk'd the chafte abbefs, « Hah ! who kifs'd the Friar ?" 

All in defpair, what could our veftals do ! — 

Their fenfes troubled, hearts piere'd thro* and thro', 

In mantles long, veils folded clofe above, 
» 

See, to the chapter room nine mothers move, 
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Nine reVrend maidens, prim, demure, and fage, 
And each, the hieroglyphick of an age ! 

There, without chance of any fav'ring vote, 
No fifter there to plead, Ver-Vert is brought 5 
There, in his cage, from ev'ry fuccour far, 
Plac'd, in full court, inglorious, at the bar. 

The fetal votes begin ! already two 
Sybils have doom'd the death fo juftly due 5 
Two others, lefs decrepit, not lefs fair, 
Vote that, the traitor's forfeit head to fpare, 
He be for life tranfported to the fhore 
Profane, that him and the black Brachman bore. 

However, by a preconcerted plan, 
The five laft nuns, whofc blood ftill brifker ran, 
To chaftifement and penance fix his doom ; 
Firft, abftinence for two whole months to come, 
Then three months of retreat, of filence, four, 
And, 'till this term be fully paft and o'er, 
Gardens, alcoves, the bifcuit and the cell 
Are interdicted him by book and bell. 

Nor is this all. To brim his bitter cup, 
The guard plac'd over him, to mew him up* 






X 



<7 



. . 1 



.*■ 



; 



( «« ) 

And charm him with her Toothing conTerfit, is 
Th* Alccto of the copvent, a chafte mils 
Of fempiternal years, an hoop-like fhape, 
And face that might become a dying ape ; 
In fhort, no penitent could wifh to (be 
A light more humbling to mortality. 

Such was the Argus fix'd by doom levere 
Our culprit's guard | yet, fpifce of all her we* 
The lovely fitters, at fpare hours, would oft 
Come to bewail his fate in accents fort, 

Such as might well his drooping heart reftofCt-— 

■ 

Rofalia chief, when matin prayVs were o'ef, 
Oft to his cell the ripeft fruits would bear, 
Sit by his cage, and weep his exile there. 

But ah, fweet freedom loft, what joy remains ! 
What gifts, what tears can fopth a wretch in chains I 
Cover'd vrith (hame, inftrufted by diftrefs, 
Or, of his keeper's converfe choofing lefs, 
The contrite bird ackftowlegfs his fault, 
And monks, dragoons, rod boatmen are forgot* 

' To penitence, amendment foon fucceeds, 
No canon now om better t«U hk 1**4* » 
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In ave's, in refponfes, never oat 
Meek in demeanor, and in look devout^ 
The lifter goaler joys to find his tone 
Become the perfect echo of her own ; 
And th' old divan, of his new life afliir'd, 
Sifarm their vengeance, and abfolve the bird. 

And now the day of his return draws nigh, 
To the fair nuns, befiire, a day of joy; 
Now love, on filver thread, prepares to file 
(Beads coftlier far than pearl !) each gentle finite 
Deftin'd that dear, that favour'dhour to blefs, 
And each foft inftant given to tendernefs. 

O Love how blind ! O joys that mock the grefp ! 
Delufive flowers, that hide the pois'nous afp ! 
The cells were hung with garlands) coffee made; 
Mufic, a cold collation, lemonade ; 
All, in fweet tumult, like the eve of Troy, 
Exprefs'd the charming warmth of youthful joy ? 
But nought announced the woes that lurk'd behind*-* 
Ah cruel fifters, why would you be kind ! — 
From the cold bofom of a fortnight's faft 
Palling to lux'ry with too giddy hafte, 
Tempted on all fides with a thoufand lures, 
CramnVd up with fugar, burn'd with hot liqueurs 4 



. ( ai8 ) 

New piles of fweets while zealous fifters raife, 
A fudden qualm our hero's look betrays I 
Sick, tick to death he reels, and, toppling o'er 
A mount of comfits, falls to rife no more ! 

In vain the weeping fifters ftrive to ftay 
His flitting foul, and his laft figh delay ; 
Their cares, o'erafted, but urge on his fate ; 
Of tend'reft love the vi&im fortunate, 
In pleaiure's very bofom he expired, 
And, his laft, dying words, they all admirM^ 

The queen of loves, clofing herfelf his eyes x 
Quick to Elyfium with her darling flies j 
There, in the fecred grove, 'midft many a bow'r, 
Where prate the hero paroquets of yore, . 
She ranks Ver-Vhrt with him whofe fabled. fhade 
Corinna's lover has illuftrious made. 

But ah ! what ftrength of language can reveal 
The fad regrets our widowM veftals feel ! 
His fate the After fecretary wrote, 
And fent in letter circular about ; 
'Twas thence the bard tranferib'd th' eventful page.~ 
To hand their hero down to future age * 
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His portrait oft was taken from the life j 

Full many a fair in amiable ftrife 

Engag'dj with paint and broid'ry's art have fircve^ 

Nor vain their toil, to eternize their love 5 

While grief, with tears around each pi tureftrown^ 

Has added paint and broid'ry of her own. 

Each fun'ral honour that the Mufes pay 
To birds renown'd was lavifl^d on his clay ; 
Beneath a myrtle which in conftant bloom 
Still fhades the facred fpot, they rearM his tomb, 
There, by fome tender ArtemiuVs hand 
Within a flowery wreath thefe verfes ftandj 
Engrav'd on porph'ry, in gold letters deep 5 
And fitters ftill go there to read and weep. 
«* Ye novices, who 'midft thefe bowling trees 
*« Unknown to th* old ones, come to chirp at eafej 
«' One inftant, if you can, your ftrains fufpend, 
M And to our forrow*s woful tale attend \ 
u Alas, you can't ! too irkfome filence grows* 
« Speak then, but ah, fpeak only of our woes ! 
€t One black, black line may all our forrows limn, 
" Here lies Ver-Vert, — and ev'ry heart with bom !" 
To end our tale. 'Tis faid our hero's mind 
$Io more withiy the filent tomb confin'dj 



( **> ) 

On Immaterial wings has taken flight, 

And kindly deign'd among his nuns to light; 

That there, from age to age, from mils to mils, 

Borne in a conftant metempfychofis, 

TV immortal Parrot to his former friends 

His genius and his eloquence extend*. 



( *** ) 



THE 



GOLDEN AGR 



AN IDYLLIUM, 



FROM THE FRENCH OF MONS, GRE3SET, 



3yN. 

jL/ELIGHTFUL days! from anguifh free, 
With which the youthful world was crown'd } 

fay by what fevere decree, 
In verfe alone your joys are found. 

Your foft delights, exempt from care, 
Now fwell our breafts with ufclefs fighs ; 

like the lov'd portrait of fome fair 
That's loft for ever to our eyes, 



( 222 ) 

The earth was then as rich as gay, 
And all at once her treafures bore ; 

And join'd the flow*rs of endlefs May, 
With endlefs Autumn's richer f^ore. 

The world one rural fcene appear'd, 

Where e*ch man own*d the fhepberd's name* 

While in their tents was yet unheard 
The fervant's or the fov'reign's claim. 

While in that independence plac'd, 

That ftill equality beftows, 
Then freely ev*ry man could tafte 

The fame abundance, fame repofe. 



Their roofs were branches interwove, 
Their richeft carpets, tender grafs ; 

Their temple was the taljeft grove, 
The flow'ry turf their altar was, 

Oft then the Gods on earth appear'd, 
For vice was then on earth unknown ; , 

Gods whofe thunders fcarce were heard, 
Whofe pow'r was by their goodnefs fbewn. 



( 223 ) 

No daring crime did earth moleft, 
No pang fevere did man endure ; 

No tyrant paffions ruTd the breaft, 
Ev*ry pleafure then was pure. 



Impofture, error, and deceit, 

You had not then your poifbn fhed ; 

And man, too humble for conceit, 
Was then by Nature's dictates led. 



Then order reign'd o'er all mankind, 

Like heav'n the fylvan fcene was fway*d ; 

Man was the creature God defign'd, 
He reafon'd lefs, and more obe/d. 

No Areopagus was then, 

No famous Capitol was found ; 
But, were they not the wifeft men, 

Since all their hours with blifs were crown'd ? 



Unknown to them that toil fevere, 

Which now exhaufts man's feeble pow'rs ; 

The focialarts were all their care, 
And they employ'd the gliding hours. 
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From their amufements firft, fefin'd, 
Firft mufic caught the notes (he fang : 

And from the vigor of their mind, 
Rhyme and poetic numbers fprang. 

Unfelt in thofe delightful days, 
Or vain defires, or deep diftrefs : 

Hope, that the feeble mind betrays* 
Or long remorfe for fhort-livM blifi. 

Then int'reft had not ploughM the main, 
Nor giVn to war and ravage birth ; 

Nor dar'd (he then for metals ftrain 
The bowels of the lab'ring earth. 

Swains, to their native fields confin'd, 
Wifh'd not for other fields or fkies ; 

But the laft view their fight refign'd, 

Was that which charm'd their op'ning eyes* 

Poflefling all the charms of truth, 
Bound by the ties that moft engage ; 

In guiltlefs pleafure paft their youth, 
In foft tranquillity their age. 



( **S ) 

Death, which now comes as fwift as thought, 
They faw approach with footfteps flow, 

And never did a culprit's fault 
Accelerate his painful Wow. 

Each day beheld their fportive plays,, 
In tuneful fong where fhepherds (trove, 

The prize, fome faVrite fair one's praife, 
The triumph was adjudged by Love. 

This fhepherd God, to virtue true, 
Had then no bandage on his eyes, 

By judgment fped, his arrows flew, 
And never caus'd bat guiltlefs fighs. 



No daring crime, no trembling fear, 
Before him as precurfors trod ; 

Nor did remorfe, repentant tear, 
Or fick difguft purfue the God, 

Thofe gentle fair were then too wife, 
The paths of learning to purfue ; 

To do their duty, charm all eyes, 

Was all they wifh'd, was all they knew. 
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Their toilette was fome mofly ftone, 
The cryftal ftream the glafs fupplied, 

While the jonquille and rofe new-Mown 
Was all their finery and pride. 

In fimple robes the fair appear'd, 

Not then by luxury undone, 
And from the fnowy flock (he rear'd, 

Each maid her fimple habit fpun« 

To guard her flock was all her care, 
Rewarded by their fportive play j 

Nor ever did the watchful fair 
Leave them alone to carelefs Tray* 

Oh happy joys of Nature's reign ! 

Adorn'd with equity and peace ; 
When will you all return again, ^ 

Or wherefore did you ever ceafe ? 

Oh happy fate of virtuous fwains I 
Of fwains no more the happy fate ; 

The wretched tenants of our plains, 
No longer nov enjoy this ftate. 






( 227 ) 

l 

But what illufions fill my head, 
Could there exlft fo fair a fcene ? 

Of all the authors we have read, 
Say has there one eye-witnefi been. 

In all who paint thefe charming days, 
I find complaints and vain regret ; 

And whilft its fweet delights they praife, 
Lament that they have liv'd too late. 

For with her earlieft fhepherd's blood 
Was ftain'd the bofom of the earth ; 

And fhe has fince the crime purfued, 
By giving various evils birth. 

We need not mourn our grand-fires times, 
Since none this golden age have knoWn ; 

For ev'ry age has felt man's crimes, 
And ev'ry age has heard him groan. 



Q~ 
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Y. 



ON THE LQYE 0£ QUR COUNIfcY. 



FROM THE FRENCH OF MONS. GRESSET. 
Br THE SAME. 

JL«0 V'D Mufe, obedient to my call be found, 

Come, foothmy griefs, which none but youhsive knoifnj 

And pardon if, while pleafure fmiles around, 
I tune thy lyre to d^pjegr.et alone. 

Than Philomel more tenderly I feel* 
Like her, with plaintive notes falute the faring * 

Like her, from noife and bufy crowds I fteal, 
In the deep filence of thefe woods to fing. 

Thefe fhores are warm'd by golden funs in vain, 
In vain the fpringing corn, the flowVets rife ; 

Not ev*n this Tempe, this Idalian plain 
Can, like my country, charm my longing eyes. 



( «9 ) 

i 

In filent grief four fprings have paft away, 

Far from thofe fcenes where fancy lores to roam v 

While tender thoughts tdo bufily difplay, 
The tedious dtftance between me and home. 

Muft the remembrance I fo highly prize, 
Inftead of fofYning, but increafe my pain ? 

Oh no ! for fancy ever friendly flies 

To thofe loVd feats for which I look in vain. 

Why fhould I then the foft illufion mourn, 

That feems to place me where I wifhto rove— 

'Tis my fole pleafure, fince by fortune torn 
From fcenes of early friendfhip, early love. 



Still dear to man the place that gave him birth, 
Reviewed with rapture, with regret refign'd \ 

The wildeft region of the favage earth 

Has ftill fome charm that fuits the native's mind. 

The wretch, o'er AfHc's burning finds who roves, 

Or wanders over Zembla's endlefs fnows, 
Would feel lefs happy in our fruitful groves, 
; Where; Zephyrs wanton, and where Phoebus glows. 



( . ago ) 

Say, would the.peafant in his lonely cot, 

Sad heir to pain and mifery fcvere, 
Without this charm endure his hopekfs lot, 

i 

A lot, which habit and this charm endear. 

The third of knowlege, or the thirft of gain, 
Or whim, or folly may induce to roam : 

But ftill, in foreign climes, we look in vain 
For half the beauties of our native home. 



Where'er we turn, whatever fcenes we view, 
Our cherifh'd country ftill excites the figh \ 

The patriot paffion, like our fliadow, true, 
Attends our life, nor quits us when we die. 

And, if condemned to breathe our dying fighs 

Far fronvthe fhades which heard our infant moan, 

To that dear land we turn our clofing eyes, 
For that breathe out our laft, expiring groan. 

Thither we beg our afhes may be borne, 

Unwilling they fhould mix with foreign earth ; 

Such thy wifh, Ovid, when by Caefar torn 
From thy dear country and thy focial hearth ; 
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'Twas your laft prayer, as you expiring lay, 
To bear your afhes to the Roman coafts, 

Left, exil'd ev'n in death, your fliade fhould ftray, 
A wretched wand'rer among Scythian ghofts. 

Happy the man, who, o'er Atlantic feas 
Returns to home, to his paternal feat ; 

And wifely confecrates to tranquil eafe, 
And focial blifs, his hardly earn'd retreat : 

But happier he, who wifely lives at home, 
Who refts contented with his native fhore \ 

And, when the period of his days is come, 
Finds the fame tomb his fathers found before,. 



Thofe, whom their £x'd and tranquil fates ordain 
To dwell among the fhades which gave them birth, 

Poflefs a treafure I would die to gain, 
Nor know its rare, invaluable worth : 

Perhaps complain, that they are thus confin'd 
To one dull, tedious fcene, however fair ; 

But one years abfence would inform their mind 
Of man's warm paffion for his native air, 



( *3* ) 

Ulyfles chofe, before Calypfo's fmije, 
Immortal joy and manhood's lading bloom* 

To rule his defcrt court and native ifle j 
Then fink a mortal to Laertes' tomb. 

This from that warm and gen'rous paffion rofe, 
That binds us to the {dace that gave us breath, 

Which on the foul an energy beftows, 
That bears difgrace and triumphs over death. 

Source of thofe daring, thofe immortal deeds, 
Which throw fuch luftre on th' hiftoric page } 

Whofe worth fublime almoft our belief exceeds, 
And ftrike with wonder each admiring age. 

From this Achilles' lofty valour fprang, 
And this gave Daedalus the wings to fly ; 

'Twas this infpirtt the verfe that Homer fang, 
And this bade Curtius, Dccius, Codrus die. 

How then could ftoics boaft to. have refign'd, 

From proud caprice, the land that gave them birth \ 

And, felf-exil'd, inflate their empty mind 
With the vain found of « Denizens of earth." 



I 
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Tho f tKc Lyceum echo with their £une 9 
Tho' folly lift thefe madmen to the iky, 

Indignant reafon (till denies their claim, 
Who evVy feeling of the foul belie. 

If Natuife dies by thy fevere decree, 
Wifdom, I hate thy ftern, delufive art $ 

Unhappy muft that fenfelefs mortal be, 
Who gives for wifdom's name— a feeling heart. 

Pear native fhores, and ever fmiling plains, 
Which rigid fate ordains me not to view, 

Ah ! lhall I never break the hated chains 
That now detain me from myfelf and you ( 

And lhall I never rove my native hills, 

And drink with gladfome eye a fcene fo fair ; 

Or tafte, when finking under nature's ills, 
The panacea of my native air. 

May I not hope that heaven will blefs my toil, 
That thofe lovM fcenes I may at length behold, 

And tafte, repofing in my native foil, 
The charms and virtues of an age of gold. 



( *34 ) 



THE 

PLEASURES 

OF A 

COUNTRY LIFE. 

AN EXERCISE. 
By THE SAME. 

JLj ET the young foldier joy in martial toils, 
The hero's glory and the conqu'ror's ipoils $ 
In regal cares ambitious minds delight, 
The frar and ribband catch the courtier's fight ; 
Let fcholars doat on fcientific lore, 
The mifer, on his heaps of ufelefs ore j 
In the gay dance let lively foplings fhine, 
But be the fweets of country quiet mine : 
There let me, bleft with innocence and eafe, 
Glide calmly thro' the remnant of my days. 

No bitter pafftons there difturb our reft, 
No falfe Millions fafcinate the breaft j 



> 
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His blood-ftain'd fword no well-bred ruffian draws, 

No fav'rite footman tramples on the laws ; 

There no mock patriot drains his craving throat, 

Till golden lectures teach him how to vote : 

No daring infidel derides his God, 

Yet trembles at the willow's moon-light nod ; 

No witnefs, brib'd to folder up its flaws, 

Are train'd by lawyers to fuppoirt your caufe ; 

No rakes a virgin's innocence betray, 

Or jeft her fpotlefs character away j 

Nor no bold fair, forgetful of their fex, 

"With manly modes the dubious mind perplex ; 

Or, freely chatting on each rakifli theme, 

Refign of women the much-injur'd name ; 

No learned maid, of wit and talents proud, 

Harangues with polifh'd phrafe the lift'ning croud ; 

Decides on ethics, politics, and plays, 

With equal judgment, and with equal eafe ; 

While all around behold, with fcornful dread, 

The awful wifdom of a feather'd head : 

No villains fatten on their blafted name, 

No matrons triumph in their iofs of fame ; 

No vice, no folly there excites our fplcen, 

But all is decent, natural and ferene. 

There all the joys that fmiling nature yields, 
The balmy fragrance of enamelPd fields ; 
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The healthful riches of Pomona's {tares, 
The fweet profiafion of fixcceffive flow'rs, 
The glowing landfcape, and the cooling gale a 
The funny hillock and the fhady vale; 
There fmiling health, there innocence abide, 
And blufhing modefty, unknown to pride ; 
There revVend age the lengthen'd tale relates. 
And' all the pleafures of its youth repeats \ 
Secured by innocence, there healthful youth 
Enjoys each blifs that has its fource in truth \ 
The jocund labor of the rifing fun, 
The two-ftring*d fiddle when the work is done j 
The happy choir of village maidens gay 
To hail the rifing of the new-born May : 
Oh ! how fuperior to a tttfth-night train 
The ruftic robes of ev'ry nymph and fwain, 
When in their fimple finery they come 
To celebrate an happy harveft-home. 

Nor yet lefs healthful to the human foul 
In rural leifure do our moments roll : 
Beneath the coverts of the dufky grove 
Eccentric genius loves, unfeen, to rove ; 
Or to the fummit of yon mount to run, 
And catch the beauties of the rifing fun^ 
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Or, flowly wand'ring by the tranquil fca, 
View the laft bluflies of departing day j 
Or elfe with toil the craggy cliff to gain, 
That hangs terrific o'er the foaming main ; 
And while the angry tempefts roar around, 
He hears the voice of mufic in the found ; 
In the keen flafh beholds fair pleafure's form, 
And courts bright beauty in a thunder ftorm. 

And Contemplation, folitary maid, 
May walk conceal'd .beneath the rural fhade ; 
May ope each fcience, ev*ry art unfold, 
Correct our ignorance, our manners mould : 
Difpel our doubts, our prejudices clear, 
And teach us truth and nature to revere. 
Or, turning from the mind to moral faults, 
May calm the madnefs of diffracted thoughts 5 
May bid the fhades of each paft hour arife, 
And fet our vices full before our eyes j 
Alarm our bofoms with an holy fear. 
And kindly urge the penitential tear ; 
Our hearts may hallow to receive that grace 
Which fheds around the healing dews of peace 5 
And with full knowledge of our fins forgiv'n, 
Bid us look up with confidence toHeav'n. 



( * 3 8 ) 



O N T E NT, 



Bt the same. 



JLjENEATH a rock, whofefleep and craggy brow 
Hangs fhelving o'er a deep and murm'ring ftream, 

From whofe green fides the trees impending grow, 
And form a fhelter for the noon-tide beam ; 



Retir'd from noife I loiter'd hours away, 
In idle thought where happinefs is found ; 

Whether fhe lives among the young and gay, 
Or with the painful tiller of the ground. 

Does fhe, cried I, in courts delight to dwell, 
Or does fhe wander o'er the mailing mead * % 

Say, is fhe found within the hermit's cell, 
Or does fhe loiter in the laurel fhade ? 



\ 
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Does fhe repay the ftatefman's ftudious toils, 

Or the poor mifer's, grown with watching pale ; 

Is fhe attracted with the hero's fpoils, 
Or do the charms of eloquence prevail ? 

Is fhe attendant at the fair one's fide, 

Do beauty's radiant eyes compel her ftay ; 

Or in the arms of foft, luxuriant pride 
Does fhe, delighted, revel life away ? 

Lives (he with rich or poor, the fool or wife, 
Or flies fhe from them all with hafty tread 5 

And quite regardlefs of poor mortals cries, 
Is fhe for aye with heav'n-born juftice fled ? 

Lo ! as I fpake, a heav'nly form appear'd, 
PofTeft of ev'ry charm, each female grace 5 

A winning fmile the beauteous maid endear'd, 
Her looks were modeft, and compos'd her pace. 

In her right hand an olive branch fhe bore, 
To charm unruly pafSons into peace ; 

Around her waifte the radiant zone fhe wore, 
Wove by the hand of each engaging Grace. 
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Her robe was blue, and floated m the air, 

- Rofes and myrtles twining rotted her head ; 
Wreath'd in the flowing ringlets of her hair, 
And all around a balmy fragrance fhed* 

With pleafing wondeiv I beheld* the maid, 

At ev*ry look a- lighter beauty fprung : 
When thus with fmiles the dove-eyed feir one faid> . 

And more than mufic melted on her tongue. 

« In vain you feefc for happinefsr on earth, 

" Not made for man, (he cannot here be gain'd ; 

« Enthron'd inheav'n before creation's birth 
" There, and there only can fhe be attaint : 

€€ But heav'n, in pity to man's various woe, 
" Bade me from yonder azure flcy defcend ; 

u I came well-pleas'd to fix my throne belowj 

" And hop'd, that man would fly to meet his friend. 

'« But he, unknowing of his prefent ftate, 

« Accufes heav'n, as partial or unkind; 
** Nor knows, the happinefs he afks of fate, 

" Is lodg'd the dreary gates of death behind. 
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** And thus, wide wandVing from his deftin'd end, 
« He fecks each toy capricious whims prefent ; 
1 «« Rejects with fcorm Wiheav'n-defcendcd friend, 
" Unblcft with happinefs, he fpuras Content. 

€€ Should the poor traveller, who walks the plain, 
u When Phoebus fets beneath the weftern ikies, 

« Rejeft the fhdt'ring cottage with difdain, 
€ * And hqpe at hand tQ find the palace rife * 



«« And by the. devious gloom o£ night betray^ 
« Far diftant wander from his deftin'droay ; 

« And find no pjace to {hade his haplefi head, 
* Conftrain'd on earth his. weary, limb* to lay : 

* 

u Reafonmuftown thejuftice of his woe* 

w And view his folly, with contempt and, fcom ; 

u So fares the man who feeks for Wife below* 
« He wanders thus unhappy and forlorn* 

« But thou" fhe cried, « of humble foul pofleft, 
€t Of placid fpirits, joy. conferring health, 

« Bleft in maternal love, in friendfhip bleft, 
" Riches beyond an eaftern monarch's wealth j 
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ts Oh ! do not thou ungratefully dcfpife 
«* The various bleflings which thy God heftows ; 

" Convinc'd 'tis wifdom only that denies, 

" And that from goodnefs all his bounty flows* 

€i But, with enliven'd gratitude, receive, 
" Or with meek penitence, refignM, fuftain 

€ * Each bleffing which his wond'rous love fhall give, 
" Each punishment his juftice fhall ordain. 



" And thus a brighter gem fhalt thou poflefs, 
« Than lies within the gift of wealth or fame j 

•* With all my peace I will thy bofom blefs, 

" Virtue my parent, and Content my name* 

« Follow where truth and virtue lead thy way; 

" For know, by rank and ftation unconfin'd, 
" Thro* Nature's empire unreftrainM I ftray, 

" And live an inmate of the virtuous mind." 
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TO 



JOSEPH COOPER WALKER, EsQi 



MEMBER OF THE ROYAL IRISH ACADEMY, FELLOW OF THE LITERARY 
AND ANTIQUARIAN SOCIETY OF PERTH, AND HONORARY MEMBER 
OF THE ETRUSCAN ACADEMY OF CORTONA : ON READIND HIS HIS- 
TORICAL MEMOIRS OF THE IRISH BARDS.— MARCH 27th, 1789. 
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By SAMUEL WHYTE, Esc*. 



VV I T H deep refearch and penetrating eyes, 
While you pervade the {hades where fcience lies, 
And, vers'd in ancient and hiftoric lore, 
The manly records of our fires explore, 
Their cuftoms, manners, habits, language trace, 
To truth add luftre and to wifdom grace, 
The hidden treafures of Times paft unfold 
And even their very drofs tranfmute to gold ; 

R 
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While thus, when crowds, at time and health's expence, 

Provoke derifion, you exalt your fenfe, 

The veil of dark antiquity remove, 

Our minds irradiate and our tafte improve, 

And, filFd with patriot zeal, the deeds rehearfe 

Of chieftains mighty and renown'd in verfe, 

I, to a Bard's great name who can't afpire, 

Smit with congenial feelings touch the lyre ; 

CalPd forth by thee my voice impartial raife, 

Lefs to record than teftify thy praife 5 

Thy own rich page, from imperfection free, 

Embalms thy fame and needs no aid from me. 

Oh ! had I leifure for the bold defign, 
And talents, ample as the theme, were mine, 
Not thy bright name alone, the charter'd band 
That blefs with learning's beams their native land, 
And gave her claim among the nations birth, 
The laft in effort tho' not leaft in wortli, 
Should all, if minftrelfy diftin&ion give, 
While truth with merit dwells, applauded live. 
But worn with toil and circumfcrib'd in time, 
111 fuits my lot the laureFd haunts of rhyme. 
Tho' fancy fometimes fluttering on the wing, 
Tempts my rafh hand the foothing harp to fixing, 
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In ceafelefs tumults each vibration drown'd, 
Emits, if any, but a feeble found. 
Some happier genius hence, for fong admired, 
May catch the hint, and, as of old infpir'd,' 
To diftant ages make the worthies known, 
And with his country's glory fix his own.— 
Here all my hopes and my ambition end, 
Suffice it me to be appro v'd' thy friend. 
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THE 



REMONSTRANCE, 



TO THREE YOUNG LADIES, WHO DECLARED THEMSELVES DTING, AND 
INSISTED UPON SOME VERSES TO THEIR MEMORY. 



By THE SAME. 

I/ OR God's fake, dear ladies, how can you impofe, 

A talk of this nature on me ? 
*Tis clear, paft a doubt, and what every one knows, 

I hold not the Mufes in fee. 



I have courted them fometimes, 'tis true, but in vain, 

They ne'er would indulge my requeft ; 
They mock'd my addrefles ; derided my pain, 

And turn'd all my prayers to a jeft. , 
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The fubjeft too, truly I fuppofing you dead 

An Elegy I muft indite ! 
The town would all fwear, I was turned in my head > 

The town, at leaft, once would be right. 

But grant me difpos'd with your wifh-to agree, 

I deal not in fi&ion nor art \ 
How then fhould I furnifh defcription for three, 

Where each is fupreme in defert ? 

Of Goddefles, Graces, and many fuch more 

Trite fancies 'twere ealy to fpeak ; 
And rofes, and lillies, and dimples good ftore, 

And Cupids bedecking each cheek. 

The fex, tho' I ftripp'd, as moft fonneteers do, 

And all in your perfons combin'd ; 
Tho* I, and fome others, might feel it full true, 

Yet you would continue ftill blind. 

Admit now, fweet Nancy's* perfedtioris I fung, 
What more could for Fanny f be writ ? 

And Jenny X thy praifes muft die on my tongue, 
Unlefs I could borrow thy wit. 

* Mifs Ann Trench, now Mrs. Cobb. 

f Mifs Nugent, the late honourable Mrs. Rochfort. 

\ Mifs Trench. 
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'Mongft brothers and beauties, affection is fare, 

All ages and nations atteft ; 
And concord and friendfhip, this let me declare, 

Here mutually glow in each breaft. 

Long, bleiSng and bleft then, O ! may you furvive, 

Still greater enjoyments to prove ; 
New pleafures from yours, my fond heart fhall derive, 

Then take me a fourth in your love. 






-• 
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EPILOGUE, 



SPOKEN BT 



Mrs. GARDINER, 



AFTfcfc TflE TRAGEDY OF MACBETH, PERFORMED 

in Mr. Gardiner's Theatre in t»e Phoenix 
park, on monday the 26th and wednesday 

THE 28th-JANUARY, 1778. 



X OU all feem pleas'd, I read it in your eyes; 
Then fure my heart with yours muft fympathize j 
Yet we, who ftrive to pleafe you, have our fears ; 
Will none, who like the play, condemn the players ? 
Will no feverer tongue our fports arraign, 
And call this new-rais'd manfion Folly's Fane, 
No fouls fublime, who virtue's paths purfue, 
From Whift to Quinze, and from Quadrille to Loo, 
Laugh at our weaknefs for preferring ftill, 
Shakefpeare to Pam, and Jonfon to Spadille ? 
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■ 

Thofe nicer minds who blame the moral ftage, 
Do they prefer the pleafures of the age ? 
Parties and Routs, Ball-pare, BM-mafque, 
Rotundas, Operas, Concerts, and — ftay, #ay, -.-.* 
Feftinos and Ridottos and what not — " 
The Fantocini, I almoft forgot. 



For my part now, I own, I can't divine, 
Why thefe are thought fo very, very fine : 
For inftance now a rout — none here but knows it — 
The whole town cramm'd in two rooms and a clofet,. 
Where fullen dowagers and ancient beaux •.'..*. 
Rail o'er their cards and almoft come to blows 5- 
Where eflenc'd fops fhed nbnferife and perhime, 
And filent mifies glide from room to room j 
Where fmart coquettes their tow'ring plumage fhew, 
And puny lovers wonder from below. 
But chief the macaroni ftrikes our eyes ; 
His foot conceal'd beneath his buckle lies, 
And fattin, half an ell, his coat fupplies ; 
Whifp'ring fome fair, in tones fo foft and fweet, 
What might be pofted in the public ftreet j 
" Lord ! how Mifs Bab is drefs'd, fhe's quite a fright j 
" Seftini afted vaftly well laft night ; w 
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Then clofe into her ear he thrufts his nofe, 

« I fwear you've got the prettied fuit of cloaths."- 



Oh ! but a ball — a ball's all fire and fpirit — 
There are, to whom the fupper has its merit ; 

As for the reft the mifles meet at feven — >— 

Our male and female fops lounge 'till eleven ; 
Then in they faunter, tir'd and borM to death, 
«* Lord ! who can dance ! it puts one out of breath ; 
** Blefs me ! what rude fatigue! Ms horrid fure!" 

No, to be manly now 'tis quite Vtelle Cour 

They now in minute flow muft glide along, 
Or amble in the mazy cotillon. 



i 
i 



But hark ! I think I hear fome frantic fair, 
Thus call her fav'rite genius from her lphere : 
<c Come then in party colour'd robe arrayed, 
c< Goddefs, yclep'd of mortals, Mafquerade ;" 
Give me to dance the motley crew among, 
And fee what ne'er was read in fable fong : 
And lo ! the pantomimic fcenes arife, 
Bears, witches, ladies, devils, and goofe-pies ; 
" I know you pretty malk" — " you don't" — iC I do," 
" I know that fparkling eye" — " not you" — " not you."— 



*. 
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'Tis paffing ftrange, that thus yopr fancies hit, 
Noife without mirth, and laughter without wit $ 
In times like thfefe will you the hand accufe, 
That rears a temple to the mourning mufe ; 
That fweet enchantrefs, who with magic power, 
Can fill the vacant, charm the ftudious hour, 
Can give to Fancy's work a blaze more bright, 
Or Reafon's fteady lamp, feed with new light ; 
Will you the well intended aft defpife, 
Which by amufement, courts you to be wife ? 



•"*» 



( 253 ) 



N E S, 



SENT WITH 



SILKEN PURSE, 



TO 



D Y. 



THE AUTHOR HAVING BEEN REQUESTED TO WRITE THEM 
BY THE YOUNG LADY WHO WROUGHT IT. 

By F ## **** b***** ### Esq. 

vjOULD my fond wiflies fterling worth impart, 
Or e'en my pen keep pace but with my heart; 
This flender gift no empty one fliould prove, 
Nor fhould this paper only fpeak my love. 
But riches rife 'midft rank and thorny cares, 
Whofe fruits are captives groans and widows tears, 
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With defp'rate hand Oppreffion plucks and taftcs, 
And verdant vallics change to fearful waftes. 
Urgfd by his thirft for gain, the maniac raves, 
O'er drifted defarts and o'er howling waves, 
Stains with fraternal blood the polar fnow, 
Then on himielf repeats th' avenging blow- 
As o'er thefe countlefs ills I anxious thought, 
Sigh'd as I work'd and ponder^ what I wrought, 
Angelic goodnefs rifing to my view, 
DifpelPd my fears and feem'd to point towards you. 
With you fhe faid " this Purfe could ne'er'contain 
The orphan's portion or the mifer's gain, 
But as coy fortune fhould encreafe your (lore, 
. You'd grace her gifts and {hare them with the poor." 
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N E S, 



ADDRESSED TO 



D Y, 



ON THE DEATH OF HER DAUGHTER. 



By THE SAME. 

X O foothe a parent's anguifh, heal her grief, 
To give the aching heart a fond relief; 
The fadd'ning mufe, to dirge firft tun'd the lyre, 
Her bofom glowing with poetic fire ; 
In artlefs numbers taught the verfe to flow, 
Refponfive ftill, it echo'd human woe : 
Through the long aifle the pealing anthem wrung, 
And Sorrow lift'ning o'er each cadence hung ; 
Soften'd by ev'ry note the throbbing breaft 
Forgot each care, and figh'd itfelf to reft. — 
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O ! could my feeble (trains the charm impart, 
To calm regret, and lull the recent fmart, 
With fome mild opiate ev'ry pang afluage, 
And tear from mem'ry, her recording page : 
Where the mild luftre of Matilda's youth, 
Her fpotlefs innocence, unfullied truth, 
Live ftill imprefs'd — how vain the anxious prayY, 
To quell a figh or dry the burfting tear j 

i 

f Too well I know, too fadly have I prov'd, 

9 m • What 'tis to mQurn the objeft we have lov'd ; 
•r -To view the op'ning morn, the rifing day, 

* . Yet never feel, from hope, one gladfome ray ; 

. ' * ,. And when, at night, the cheery fan went down, 
And Mis'ry hop'd in fleep, her cares to drown, 
Stretch'd on defpair's fell couch, the reftlefs mind 
Nor fleep nor loft tranquillity could find. 



Blefs'd with the choiceft gift that heav'n could lend, 
A Brother's love enrich'd the name of friend : 
1 was late I faw him deck'd with ev'ry charm, 
His generous foul with many virtues warm ; 
Saw worth, faw honour o'er his features play : 
The glorious promife of a future day. 
Yet could not thefe, from death's fell empire fave, 
Or fhield fuch virtue, from th' untimely grave. 
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Ceafe then with tears, to bathe Matilda's urn, 
Or vainly wifh, a Seraph to return j 
In early bloom, in life's fair orient dawn, 
E'er yet her virtues, to the world were known, 
* Angelic goodnefs faw, her foul approv*d, 
And lhatch'd the heav'nly virtues that it lovM. 



•■y 



* Ingenium afpcxit Numen nitidamque Juventem £" 

Formam ct aethcream corripuitquc fibi. 
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N E S, 



WRITTEN IN THE 



MOSS-HOUSE at AVON-DALE, 



THE SEAT OF 



SAMUEL HAYES, Esq. 

* 

By THE SAME. 

i^WITZERS may fondly boaft their lakes and woods, 
Their lawns — o'erhanging rocks and headlong floods, 
Where icy {hackles, cramp the vernal bloom, 
And doubling echoes, holla thro* the gloom ; 
Thy verdant groves — fweet Avon-dale ! may claim 

^. As juft a title to the Mufes theme ; 

• Thy darkling glens, as deep an umbrage {hade, 
Such penfive murmurs echo thro' thy glade ; ) 
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£'en on thy brow, as wild an horror reigns, 
And fure thy meadows, emulate their plains : 
Here where thy poet fits — his humble throne 
This ruftic bench — beneath, — the furging foam, 
Each varied gi?ce, which tafte and nature give, 
Tell him, that Avon's dales, in fong fhould live ; 
Call for fome tribute lines, to Hayes's worth, 
Who out of native rudenefs, tafte calTd forth. 
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'« 



* 



TO 

Miss W H Y T E, 

ON HER PERFORMANCE O? 

A.N N A, 

IN THE TRAGEDY OF DOUGLAS, 

GITkN AT A PUVATI INTI&TAINMtNT, ST 

LADY BORROWS S. 
By Mks. L E F A N U», 

WHO PERFORMED THE CHARACTER OF LADY RANDOLPH. 

juLNNA, lovely Anna, hear 
Praife adapted to thy ear, 
Not fuch as venal Flatt'ry's tongue 
To the rich and great has fung ; 
Nor yet Love's infidious praife 
That's meant your vanity to raife ; 



* Eldeft fitter of the celebrated member for Stafford, R. B. Sheridan, 
Efq. 
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Nor the promifcuous many's voice, 
Devoid of tafte, devoid of choice. 
Far other approbations mine— 
The offering fhan't difgrace the fhrine : 
While I to friendfhip tribute pay 
Truth fhall dignify the lay: 
With timid grace approach dear maid 
In nature's lovelieft eafe array'd, 
Thy eyes with modeft luftre beaming^ 
Feeling and fenfe beyond all feeming. 
As poor Matilda's mournful fate 
With tendered pity you relate, 
In accents fad and foft and flow, 
ExprefEve of your heart-felt woe, 
Let Judgment's critic eye run o'er 
Tour face and figure, and explore 
The namelefs graces you difplay 
The fentiments your looks convey ; ' 
Judgment will own fhe muft approve 
What ev'ry feeling heart muft love. 



S2 
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I N E 



WRITTEN BY 



Mr. H E A D L E Y, 



SON OF THE LATE REV. MR. HeADLE Y, OP NORTH WALSHAM, IN 

Norfolk, during his illness. 

iblCKNESS, I yield to thy fubduing fway ; 

A livid palenefs o'er each feature fteals ; 
Wildly irregular my pulfes play, 

And all my frame a liftlefs languor feels. 

How chang'd, how altePd, from my former plight, 
When youthful vigor ev'ry finew fining ; 

And fancy wing'd a bold, excurfive flight, 
And notes of rqpture warbled on my tongue. 

The dreams of phafure which I then purfued, 
No more fhall lure me with their fplendid guife; 

Nor fhall my love of fame be hence review'd, 
For ficknefs yields not to the great or wife. 
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The frowns of cenfure, and the fmiles of praife, 
And all that fortune, or that fate decree, 

The fame indifference in my bofom raife ; 
For all, alas, is vanity to me. 

EVn the fweet converfe of the nymph I love, 
Of late fo pleafing, now difgufts mine ear ; 

And fhould an Angel whifper from above, 
His fine-ton'd accents I could fcarcely bear. 



No med'eine mix'd with iEfculapian art 
Can raife my fpirits, or afluage my pain, 

For life's warm tide fcarce iflues through my heart, 
And flowly creeps along each circling vein. 



Where'er by chance thefe weary eye-balls ftray, 
O'er yon fair mirror, to its office. true> 

My meagre form I fhudder to furvfey, 
And almoft doubt if 'tis myfelf I view. 

Dim are thefe eyes which once refulgent {hone, 
And faint the throbbings of this aching breaft : 

My falt'ring voice has loft its wonted tone, 
And all my forrows are by fighs expreft. 



I 
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Few are the tranfports I can hope to fltire, 
While here a lingering vfttim I remain * 

Anticipation heightens my defpair, 
And retrofpeftion fharpens ev'17 pain. 

The fports of youth in which I once partook, 
Alas, no more, th' approving fmile can wake ; 

On ev'17 f cene I caft a heedlefs look, 
Nor know but that may be the lad I take. 



Alike regardlefs of my friends and foes, 
I wait the dawning of the awful hour. 

Which to affliction brings a welcome clofe, 
And lifts the foul above misfortune's powV. 



1 

^ Then when exempt from each terreftrial tie, 

My trembling fpirit wings the field of fpace $ 

Congenial fouls may quit their native fky, 

And fmiling bear me to the throne of grace] 
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E V A ND E R'S 



LAMENTATION OVER 



PALLAS. 

riOW oft, O Priam, have Imourn'd thy fate, 

When to redeem .fhe bocty of thy fon 

You kifs'd the crimfon hands which fhed his blood : 

When in anhoftile tent befet with foes, - 

Of ev'ry mark of grandeur difpoflefs'd 

You ftood the fpe&acle of adverfe fortune. 

But yet how fmall thy woes compar'd to mine ; 

Tho* Heftor lay ail mangled o'er with wounds. 

Still other fons and children hadft thou left, 

To footh and fliare the burden of thy forrow ; 

While L alas ! all deftitute and bare, T- 

Lite the weak vine, when the deftruttive ftorm - 

Has beat the elm that propp'd it to the ground, 

Muft languifh out a comfbrtlefs old age, 



.1 






And unfupported fink into the grave ; 
For he is dead, for ever from me gone, 
In whom my hope, my ev*ry joy furviv'd ; 
Nor fhall I e'er infold in my embrace, 
Nor wfelcome with a fondtranfported heart 
My youthful hero dreft in wreaths of triumph. 
No more my eyes fhall from the lofty tow'rs 
Watch yonder plain, expecting his return ; 
No more miftake the fetting fun's bright beams, 
That tinge the fields for his refulgent arms ; 
Nor fhall the pleafing accents of his tongue 
Amufe the gloomy ev'ning of my life 
With tales of ponqueft and the works of war. 
My hall, adorn'd with fplendor to receive, « 
To greet him in the midft of all his glories, 
Muft now be hung around with weeds of woe^:. 
And for the trumpet's heart-enliv'ning found 
A father's cries fhall rend its vaulted dome. 



• i 
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•i 



ON THE 



B L E S S I N 



WHICH THE AUTHOR ENJOYED FROM THE 



BOUNTY of his CREATOR. 

xx WAKE, my foul, and fpurning the profane, 

Celeftial, as thy nature, be thy ftrain : 

Let time the flutters of the vain confine — 

To overtake eternity be thine. 

Deaf to the flotirifh of expiring fame, 

I feek a glorious and a deathlefs name ; 

And unconcern'd to make the world applaud, 

My whole ambition is — to pleafe my God. 

Oh ! that I might but pleafe him $ that my ways, 

Pure in his fight, were worthy of his praife ! 







/ 
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Or oh ! that foften'd with my iiippliant ftile, 

At leaft in mercy he would deign to fmile $ 

And, not extreme to cenfure what is wrong, 

Endure my fervice, nor difdain my fong, 

When, uttering all my heart* my voice fhould found, 

And with his glories {hake the ifles around ! 

And, would my ftrength but anfwer to my zeal, 

Both earth and heaVn fhould echo back the peal ; 

For thou, O Lord, art righteoufnefs and truth, 

Thy mercies are my comforts from my youth ; 

Thine hand hath led me thro' the wiles of life, . 

Thro' forrow, ficknefs, folly, care and ftrife : 

And, when my faith was failing from within, 

Held me frorn finking in the depths of fin. 

Or fhall I hide them, or with praife confefs 

Thofe talents, which his bounty chofe to blefs \ 

That fpirit, which my fearching thought informs, 

Or with inventive flame my fancy warms j 

And thou, harmonious pow'r of numbers, giv'n 

To teach us by degrees the ftyle of heav'n : 

To thee efcaping, from the Boift'rous flood 

That drowns the judgment, or inflames the blood 5 

From {lander's breath, which like the flafh deftroys, 

And gives the wound before we hear the noife ; 

Or from the crowd on avarice's ftage, 

Where flumb'ring paffions are provok'd to rage ; 



( *«9 ) 

When warning night expands her awful wiftg, 

In felf-amufing folitude I fing : 

Not pompoms tales, where fiction hath no bounds, 

Nor with voluptuous tendernefs of founds 5 

But pious {trains, with truth and judgment ftrong, 

Like Jeptha's, or the fon of Jeffe's fong ; 

Such as might anguilh or defpair control, 

And charm all evil fpirits from the foul ; 

Or kindly waft me, like the prophet driv'n, 

Snatch'd in a flame of rapture up to heav'n. 

Oh manfion of the blefTed ! when fhall I, 
If not unworthy, to thy bowers fly ? 
There, from the wearinefs of life to reft, 
There, in the friendship of the righteous bleft ; 
My fentiments refln'd, my faults fubdued, 
My heart enlighten'd to grow wife and good; 
To fee the juftice of th' eternal laws, 
To trace the wifdom of th' unerring caufe ; 
And with angelic concord, all in one, 
To praife the father, and adore the fon. 
Yet here, preluding, with my voice I try 
To reach the fcale of mufic to the fky ; 
Not of myfelf fufficient, when I fing, 
Unlefs the heav'nly dove will lend her wing. 
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To virtue forming, all the time, my youth, 
My heart to goodnefs, and my tongue to truth, 
A fhepherd, yet unfkilTd, but fond to learn, 
I feed my flock among the ifles of Erne ; 
Divided from the learned world, unknown, 
Yet not unchearful, neither quite alone, 
Bkft, when a thinking friend vouchsafes to come, 
And loving all, not un-belov'd by fome. 



t. 
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ELEGY, 



OH THE DEATH OF 



Mrs. M A T H E W, 

LATE OF THOMASTOWN. 

By A. 

■" ARE! heard ye not that folemn paufing bell 
That flowly vibrates thro' the midnight air ? 

And mark that burning torch, that fun'ral knell, 
And the loud ftiriek of anguifh and defpair : 



That awful pomp, that melancholy ftate, 

Slow creeping tow*rd the manfion of the dead, 

Declare that beauty meets the hand of fate, 
That lovely Mathew is for ever fled. 



{ ^^^ ) 

Vanifh'd the polifli'd eafe, the grace refin'd, 
Faded the wonders of her beauteous face ; 

Cold are the cheeks where both the rofes twin'd, 
Lifelefs the form pofleft of ev'ry grace. 

The eye, tfiat fmil'd at pleafiire's fprightly found, 
And fpoke the fofteft language of the foul, 

No more fhali fhed its foften'd glory round, 
No more its fafcinating luflre roll. 



Beauty, look here, and view thy final doom, 
Behold to what thy dreams of conqueft tend ; 

Start not affrighted from the dreary gloom, 
Here mud each vanity, each folly end. 

But view the folemn fcene with pious awe, 
And, while the hour of faving grace is giv'n, 

Quick, from the world your giddy fouls withdraw, 
And fix them firm on happinefs and Heav'n. 

And as you vainly emulate her charms, 
I<ike her, in undecaying beauty fhine ; 

Put on the Chriftian's all-fubduing charms, 
And boldly prove your origin divine. 
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Oh 1 emulate the never-fading grace. 
Oh ! catch the charm that never, can decay. 

Be nobly vain, feraphic beauty feiie, 
And wear the radiance of eternal day. 

The lively hope, the pure, unfpotted faith, 
That, firmly trufting to the word of God, 

Can walk undaunted thro the paths of death, 
And blefs HeavVs mercies, while its feels its rod. 



And charity, the friend of human kind, 

Whofe bofom for another's mis'ry bleeds, 
To all the faults of all her fellows blind, 

Who clothes thf naked, and the hungry feeds. 

Thefe are the charms that {hall for ever bloom, 

For ever with unfading luftre fhine : 
Thefe charms fhall {mile fuperior to the tomb, 

And, Mat hew, all thefe powerful charms were thine. 



Her frame by Nature's niceft hand was wrought, 
And in-bred elegance each grace beftowM; 

Her foul with evVy purer virtue fraught, 

And in her breaft the kindeft feelings glow'd. 
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Calm was her bofom, as the curling fea, 

E'er angry winds deform'd the peaceful main ; 

Her temper chearful as the folar ray, 
That gaily dances on the liquid plain. 

In her meridian, in the noon of life, 

In fortune's fplendor, and in beauty's pride, 

Bound by the pow'rfiil ties of mother, wife, 
Refign'd {he met her fate, and fmiling died* 

Thus the fair fwan, who fwims the azure plain, 
Views unappali'd the near approach of death, 

To heav'n he raifes the fubmiffive ftrain, 
And, in a fong, refigns his tuneful breath. 

To death 'tis guilt, not nature, gives the fting, 
Thence do his fpeftre form, gigantic fize, 

.£fe gorgon fhield, his barbed arrows fpring, 
And thence do all his gloomy terrors rife. 

The gen'rous eagle, long by man confin'd, 
Brought to the field, he ftoops, fecure to rife ; 

He fpurns the lure that fnares him to mankind, 
And fcorns the voice that calls him from the ikies. 



( *75 ) 

Did max* like him, " in confcious virtue bold," 
On rapid pinion bravely dare to rife, 

Difdain by earthly ties to be controll'd, 
And ftorn a reSdence be&eath the Odes ; 
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Death would but as the eagle's ftoop appear. 
To add new vigor to his rapid flight ; 

The certain means of changing guilt and fear. 
For yon bright regions of eternal light , 
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Y. 



ON THE DEATH OF 

Mrs. BARNARD, 

By THE SAME. 

Vt H T heaves each bofom with the heart-felt figh, 
Why drops the bitter tear from ev'ry eye ? 
Thofe fighs, thofe tears the lofs of worth deplore. 
And tell the world, that Barnard is no more: 
Tell to the poor, their friend, their mother's dead, 
Who baniih'd forrow. from their humble fhed, 
Who crown'd their little hearth with health and eafe, 
And lent their little fire its brighteft blaze ; 
Whofe lib'ral mind their woe, unafk'd, reliev'd, 
Joy'd with the happy, with the mourner griev*d : 
Like holy Anna's was her worth, her years, 
Her faith unfhaken and her ardent pray'rs 5 
To her, like knowlege of the law was giv'n, 
And like cxpettings of approaching Heav'n. 



/ 
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f 

Altho' with humor, fenfe, and genius grac'd, 
"The jufteft judgment, and the trueft tafte ; 
Tho* far above her fex her learning (hone, 
She held no judgment cheaper than her own. 
Her happy foul, from eVry weakneis free, 
Was good, was pure, as human foul could be \ 
Whatever alloy her perfeft virtue knew, 
Like drofs, which makes gold hard and current too, 
Serv'd but to fit her for the coil of earth, 
And into human fink angelic worth. 

And Heav'n with choiceft gifts adorn'd her life, 
Secured from envy, and exempt from ftrife : 
It gave the peaceful night, the happy day, 
The vigorous mind, unconlcious of decay, 
The green old age, with health and honors crown'd, 
The fancy lively, and the judgment found; 
In rev*rend age the friendship of the young, 
The love and bleffing of each heart and tongue. . 
To lateftlife fuch chearfulnefs was giVn, 
We fcarce could draw the line 'twist her and Heart* \ 
With one fhort pang the vital fpirit fled, . 
And while we gaz'd, {he funk among the dead. 
So fome old oak, upon a mountain's fide, 
While yet it ftands in all its verdant pride, 
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Touch'd by Ktherial fire, it inftant dies, 
And finks to earth b efo r e our doubting ey*r.~ 

Oft at thy tomb fhall filial worth be found, 

Preffing with fervent lips the hallowed ground * f 

In fpeechlefs anguifh mourning o'er thy urn, 

That worth, that kindnefs that can ne > er return, 

Till thou (halt leem to rife, bid anguiih ceafe, 

And hufh the temped of defpair to peace. 

Friendfhip fhall there with pious fbotftep tread, 

• 
And mourn, and mufe upon the fainted dead, 

Till theft* bofom fwells with fervent fighs, 

And cherifh'd forrows fill our clouded eyes ; 

The heart, thus fbften'd with fincereft woe, 

■ 

Shall at the fight of mifery o'erflow, 
Wkh fympathizing care extend relief, 
And learn thy virtue thro* e*cefi of grief.-— 

There fhall the poor their frequent vefpers fay, 
And bear fome relic from thy tomb away j 
There pay the debt of gratitude flncere, 
The heart-felt anguifh, and the bitter tear ; 
Till penfive recolleclion fhall impart 
Remembrance of paft good to ev'ry heart, 
Teach them to own hqw long that good was glv'h * 
And melt their fouls in gratitude fd Heav'n. 



k ■ '■ 

V 
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E R S E S, 



ON THE SAME OCCASION, 



By W****** M******, Es<fc 

V< ALL not a Mufe, invoke no fabled name, 
This facred duft to confecrate to fame : 
Around this fhrine a firm, yet patient band, 
The Chriftian virtues, take their hallowed ftand. 
Here Patience, blunting keen affliction's dart, 
Pours her foft balm into the wounded heart ; 
Here Faith unmov'd looks thro* this fcene of care, 
Points up to Heav'n, and fees her triumph there ; 
Here bright-eyed Hope, up-borne on Seraph's wing, 
Exulting hymns her Saviour, and her King ; 
And Charity, whofe parent arms embrace, 
With love divine, the whole of human race \ 
Thefe led the Chriftian thro' life's dubious road, 
Thefe now prefent an Angel to her God. 



( *8° ) 



WRITTEN ON 



Y, 



WHO SAID SHE WOtfLD DIE OK A GIVEN DAY, AND KIT 

TO HEX. ON THE NEXT. 



Br THE SAME, 

XF manly fenfc with female foftnefs join'd, 

An angel form, juft emblem of her mind ; 

If each firm virtue of th' heroic breaft, 

By manners poliih'd, by the Graces drefs'd ; 

If ev'ry duty that endears thro* life, 

As daughter, parent, fifter, and as wife ; 

If love's fond wifh, if friendfliip's trembling care, 

And filial piety's inceffant pray'r, 
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IF thefe could fave from fate its richeft prize, 
Our tears had never told — " Here Mira lics. w - 



Such was the wreath by friendship's hand entwin'd 
With duteous care thy facred urn to bind 5 
But that fome pitying angel from on high 
Forbad thee yet to mount thy native Iky ; 
Bade thee {till live, with fweet return to prove 
The joys of friendfhip, the delights of love ; 
Each circling year to blefs, and to be Weft, - 
With the calm funfhine of the virtuous breaft ; 
Bade thee (till live, by fairing heaven defign'd 
The lovelieft model of thy lovely kind 



( afc ) 



I G R A M, 



ON A RICH OLD LADY WHO MARRIED A TERY YOUNG MAN* 



Bt THE SAMB. 



Jl5 E N D I N G beneath the weight of three fkote years, 

See youthful Chloe ftiH abroad appears } 

Defpifes rummer's heat, and winter's cold, 

And only trembles to be yet thought old ; 

The joys of wedlock too the wanton tries, 

For gold can buy what gen'rous love denies. 

Oh (hamelefs boy ! to wafte thy youthful charms 

And clafp a wither'd mummy to thy arms ; 

Refign the beldam to her native clay, 

Nor longer cheat the worms of lawful prey. 



yy 
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TO 



DELIA. 



By THE SAME. 

X I S not the luftre of the lily fair, 
Nor the mild blufhes of the op'ning rofe ; 
Tis not her elegance of form and air 

That round my fair this foft enchantment throws; 

Tho* in her eye love's brighteft lightning's blaze, 
Tho' her foft cheek out-vies the peach's bloom, 

Tho' o'er her bofom fportive Cupid ftrays, 

And her lip breathes the rofy fpring's perfume : 

Where then the charm that binds each captive heart, 
That with refiftlefs pow'r enflaves the foul, 

That to each look fuch magic can impart, 
And evVy ruder paffion thus controul ? 
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Tis nature's felf— in lovely Delia's face 
The foul of beauty lives in ev'ry line, 

Expreffion breathes in all a livelier grace, 
And ftamps perfection on the work divine. 

Tis this with magic pow'r that beauty arms, 
lis this that e'en my Delia can improve, 

Difiufe a brighter luftre o'er her charms, 
And wake each breaft to rapture and to love. 



• " * ■ 
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*•, 



E L E G 



ON THE LATE 



Duke of RUTLAND, 



LORD LIEUTENANT OF IRELAND, WHO DIED IN THE GOVERNMENT, THE 

34th OCTOBER, I787. 

By T. 



X E S — Rutland Ms — on yonder bed he lies, 
'Without a real friend to clofe his eyes, 
Without the partner of his heart and bed, 
To prop With tender care his finking head, 
From his chill'd brow to wipe the damps of death, 
And for a moment flay his parting breath. 
Of all he loves, his children only near, 
To pay the tribute of one pious tear 5 
And they — poor orphans ! — only have the pow*r 
TPemljitter, not to footh, his dying hour. 
What are ye, Riches ? Greatnefs, what art thou ? 
Te gaudy pageants, what avail ye now ? 



• - 
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Go try your opiates, try your Toothing ftrains, 
And for a moment lull his party trains ; 
Supply that anxious love, that tender faith, 
That ev'n can mitigate the pang of death : — 
It cannot be : — the gay delufion's fled, 
The ion of Granby finks among the dead, 
And, dying, owns the peafant far more bleft, 

Who breathes his laft upon fome kindred breaft. 

% 

While Heav*n profufely o'er his youthful head 
Thofe awful gifts, which men call blefiings, fhed ; 
While fmiling Beauty bleft him with her charms, 
And gave her faireft wonder to his arms j 
While lavifh Fprtune all her gifts beftow'd, 
And youth and vigor in his bofom gldw'd ; 
In life's fair prime, in grandeur's gayeft pride, 
A vittim to his follies Rutland died* 
Yet at his fate the focial breaft muft mourn, 
And pity drop a tear upon his urn ; 
For Nature meant him for a nobler part, 
The friend of tafte, of genius, and of art 5 
Jlis was the fplendid foul, an a&ive mind, 
An honeft confidence in all mankind, 
A temper focial, unreferv'd and warm, 
And all the graces of a manly form j 
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Jik poliih'd manners well became his fete, 

Ubble, tho* courteous ; aflable, tho* great. 

Such Rutland was : — fain would the mourning Mufe^ 

The errors, that {he muft condemn, excufe; 

Like Noah's fons fpread wide the pious veil, 

And all his faults from ev'ry eye conceal. 

But dare the Mufe her dignity refign, 

Defcend to facrifice at grandeur's flirine, 

Tie courtly paths of adulation tread, 

And learn to vainifh o'er the guilty dead ? 

Dare fhe forfake the poft by Heav*n defign'd, 

And rob, of his inftru&ive fate, mankind ? 

No Rvtl and, no — in piety to thee 

111 warn thy gay compeers in luxury j 

Part of thy heavy debt TO ftrive to pay, 

And call thofe back thy life has led aftray. 

Tho' urg*d by pity, yet with pious dread, 

Trembling, I ftir the aflies of the dead ; — 

Vain fears! oh cculd they like a beacon blaze, 

To warn the thoughtlefs triflers of our days 

Who live cm furfeit, madden o'er the bowl, 

And wreck on riot an eternal foul ; 

Who fink immortals into {laves of fcnfe, 

And drown God's image in intemperance. 

Is Circe's magic cup no fable then ? 

Nothing uncommon in imbruted men ? 
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And more amazing yet, in men redeemed 

By love, beyond what angels could havedream'd ? 

Tremble, ye mockers of the Chriftian name, 

Who put your Saviour to an open fhame ; 

Recall that fcene which angels fear'd to view, 

And crucify the Lord of life anew. 

Unhappy victims of this bruttfh vice, 

Of your debafement would you count the price, 

You'd find, that as you quaff the madd'ning wine, 

This life you fhorten, and the next refign : 

And life not only fhorten, butdeftroy 

Each hope, each pofEbility of joy; 

The joys of reafon ye renounce, we know, 

And ev'n the blifs of madnefs ye forego ; 

Not lunatics, but drivelers ye become, 

Senfelefs as thofe whom lengtben'd years benumb ; 

Ye do not live, but doze your live seaway, 

Polluted mafles of juft breathing clay. 

But hark ! the bell ftill vibrates on my ear, 
And calls me back to Rutland's pompous bier: 
Ye fplendid tapers ! ye, well-orderM, fhew 
The femblance of unutterable woe ; 
The gaudy banners, folemn black beneath, 
And all the pompous fopperies of death ! — •■ -r • 



( 289 ) 

Are thefe the honors fhould attend his (hade ? 

Far other rites by real woe are paid ; 

Behold his houfehold — fee him there deplored, 

The beft, the kindeft, and the gentleft Lord ; 

Afk of his friends— his weeping friends will tell, 
How their pierc'd hearts with real anguifh fwell, 
While the warm tear, ftill flowing down their cheeks, 
Declares a grief beyond what language fpeaks: 
In her, who fhar'd each feeling of his heart, 
Behold a grief which mocks the reach of art; 
Conceive when firft the beauteous mourner fees 
Her infant orphans clinging to her knees } 
"When firft fhe ftrains them to her aching breaft, 
With what deep anguifh is her foul poffeft ; 
Uow fee her from their fond embraces tear, 

« Where is your father — oh my children ! where" 

In the wild accents of defpair fhe cries ; 

Again fhe clafps them, and again fhe flies : 

Now in the majefty of woe fhe ftands, 

With eyes uplifted and with clafped hands ; 

Nofigh, no murmur from her lips you hear, 

Nor from her eye defcends one lenient tear ; 

i 

A Angle groan emancipates her breath, 
And down fhe finks in momentary death j 
Like fome — but what like her can we conceive, 
We, who -have never feen an angel grieve. 



( apo ) 

Thefe are the (brrows, which declare his mind 
By nature was benevolent and kind, 
Form'd to delight us in the fecial fcene, 
Had fortune placM him In the golden mean. 
Curfe on the flatterers* who undid his youth, 
And led his footfteps from the paths' of truth ( 
Wretches, that ever on the great attend, 
The ready friends of thole, who want no friend; 
Who watch each purpofe of the wayward mind* 
Forefee its meaning, e'er 'tis half defign'd, 
With hellilh art anticipate the will, 
And bring to life each tendency to ill- 

A ftripling, of his fathers care bereft, 
Left to himfelf, and to his paffions left, 
The Mufe who blames him, muft, in juftice, own 
Hw follies prejudiced himfelf alone : 
While grateful numbers their well-being oW*d 
To noble deeds which from his virtue flowed ; 
Unforc'd by afcy laws, but thofe which bind 
The gen'rous fpirit, and enlightened mind, 
He gave, to ftop the honeft traders figh, 
That wealth, which others fquander on a die ; 
A deed, like this, a nobler mind difplays, 
Than half the heroes, whom we load with praife : 
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Then o'er his failings let us drop the tear, 
While all his virtues are to mem'ry dear ; 
And, with remembrance of his kindnefs movM, 
Let's ftrive to copy what in him we loVd ; 
And henceforth folly {hall in vain entice 
Our guarded footfteps to the paths of vice > 
His death's a counter fpell to all her charms, 
We muft deteft what tore him from our arms. 



U 
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WRITTEN 



AT 



M I D N I G H 



Br THE SAME. 



JN O W full-orb'd Cynthia lights her lamp on high, 
And o'er my head expands a cloudlefs fky j 
With filent ftep the planets trace their round, 
And filent dews refrefh the thirfty ground ; 
Ev'n Folly's train their ncify revels ceafe, 
And the whole fcene is harmony and peace. 
* ■ Yes — all is calm — except this rebel bread, 

Which not furrounding peace can charm to reft. — 
Should heav'n command the angry ftorm to fleep, 
While the wild winds are warring o'er the deep, . 
Tho' the dread fury of the temped dies, 
Yet ftill the waves in mountain billows rife ; 
Still urge the bark againft the dang'rou^coaft, 
And feeble vefTels in the fwell are loft: 
Such is the picture of my guilty foul, 
So wildly paffions in my bofom roll 5 



Tho* tempting paffions from my view retire, 
Still their illufions all my bofom fire, 
Still with wild cares my better thoughts control 
And banifh peace and virtue from my foul. — 

At this dread hdur, when Nature is at reft, 
Shall I alone the gen'ral peace moleft ? 
When Angels hymn his wond'rous works on high, 
Shall I alone Jehovah's pow'rdefy? 
Shall I alone his faving grace withftand, . . , . , <. ~ 
And fcorn redemption offer'd by his hand ? 
Shall I the mercies of his crofs difdain 
And force omnipotence to aft in vain ? 
Forbid it, Gracious Ruler of the iky ! 
Opprefs'd withanguiQ* to thy throne I fly^ 
With wonted mercy, Lord, incline thine ear, ■""£ 

And, e'er thy creature's loft, in pity hear. 
Do thou, OGod! compofe this torturM breaft, 
And make the rage of rebel paffions reft : 
Come Holy Spirit, come, my bofom fill, 
Control my reafon, and correft my wiU ; 
Teach me the weaknefs of myfelf to own, 
To truft for fuccor to thy ftrength alone ; 
To feel, how worthiefs my leaft guilty deed, 
And only thro' the crofs for mercy .plead. 
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VERSES, 

WRITTEN IK THE 

j 

i 

BEGINNING of AUTUMN, 



IN THE YEAR 1784. 



By THE SAME. 

J^ O more the fun with fultry fervor glows, 

Along the vale no vernal zephyr blows, 

The hope of fpring, the pride of Hammer's fled, 

And all the brilliance of the year is dead. 

Now autumn mild comes dealing o'er the green, 

And gives a penfive beauty to the fcene ; 

With fad delight I view, where'er I ftray, 

The fweet and mournful traces of decay : 

I hear foft mufic in this hollow wind, 

It fighs refponfive to my penfive mind ; 



( *9S ) 

And the foft murmurs of this drizzly fliowV 

Appear with me loft virtue to deplore. 

Could candid truth, could manners nobly plain, 

Could gen'rous fcorn of Vice's venal train, 

Could early worth, could ftridteft honor fave, 

We had not wept, O Barnard! o'er thy grave. 

In virtue fingular, with decent pride 

He view'd the fwarm that fwim on Fafhion's tide; 

Difdain'd the greatnefs of ignoble fouls, 

And fcOrn'd to mingle with the mafs of fools. 
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AN 



a 



By THE SAME. 

X H I S filent fliade, this humble tomb contains 
The whole that of Co l u m b u s now remains ; 
No guilty paflion ftain'd his blamelefs youth, 
'■£'*. His form was beauty, and his foul was truth. 
By Nature taught, he chofe, he lovM for life, 
His marriage free from falfehood and from ftrife j 
He join'd no party of the faftious croud, 
Nor at the flirine of guilty grandeur bow'd ; 
In life's firft bloom he fought a calm retreat, 
Fond to be free, he wifh'd not to be great ; 
So good, fo kind, he never caus'd a tear, 
Save thofe tjiat fell on his untimely bier ; 
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Each eye admirM him, and each heart approv'd, 
He died lamented, as he liv'd belov'd. — 

Reader, who tak'ft this unfrequented way, 
Impute not falfehood to the poet's lay!; 
For know, the object that now claims thy tear 
Is not a man, but Pigeon buried here. . 



( *$>8 ) 



ON 



BEHOLDING the ASCENT 



OF AN 



AIR-BALLOON. 

, By THE SAME. 

W H E N firft bold Jafon plough'd the wat'ry plain, 
Greece proud, yet anxious for the hero's fate, 

SighM at the dangers of the ftormy main, 

Yet urg'd th* attempt, with pride and hope elate. 

Such anxious pamons fwell within our breaft, 
Such ftrong emotions agitate each heart, 

When, preffing forward with a lover's hafte, 
We fee the bold adventurer depart. 

But when thick clouds receiv'd him from our fight, 
What anxious terror ev'ry bofom fwelPd ! 

Thus happy Enoch fought the realms of light, 
And awerftruck thus a trembling World beheld. 



#' 
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AN 



ELEGY, 



ON THE DEATH OF THE LATE 



Rev. JOHN LAWSON, 

D. D. S. F. T. C. D. 

WHAT! fliall the fell deftroyers of mankind, 

Still live with glory down from age to age ? 
.Shall they a place in Fame's fair annals find, 
And bloom immortal in the ftoried page ? 
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Shall they, whofe pride no other worth can boaft 
Than realms laid wafte, and monarchies o'erturn'd, 

Shall they furvive, 'till time itfelf be loft, J «.< 

Prais'd by each tongue, by ev^ry art adorn'd ! 
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Shall thefe things be ? yet peaceful virtue die 
Without the tribute of one pious groan ? 

And modeft worth without a tear, a figh, 
Sink to the grave unheard of and unknown ! 



At dire Ambition's call what millions bleed 
Shall honor's wreath the vittor's temples bind ? 

Yet no reward await the honeft deed, 

No glory crown the pure and fpotlefs mind ? 



And (hall the Mufe too proftitute her tongue 

To Wealth's vain glare, or Pow'rs unfteady blaze T 

Whilft good men fall, neglected and unfung, 
No heart to mourn them, and no hand to praife. 

It fhall not be.— Ev'n now athwart the gloom 

She comes, the Goddefs comes, to praife, to mourn, 

To tear the wreath from dire Ambition's tomb, 
And place it high on Virtue's honour'd urn. 



Though abler hands the glorious tafk decline, 
Tho' Dunkin, modeft, hides the heavenly fire, 

Tho' Shepherd's dumb — yet fhall one ray divine 
The iaft the meaneft of the train infpire. 



( 3°* ) 

Fate gave the word— and Lawson is no more- 
Still green in earth the noble ruin lies : 

How fhall the weeping Mufe the lofs deplore ? 
Harfh flow the (trains that real grief fupplies. 



Yet, tho* the ftrain be harfh, tho* weak the tongue 
That fays 'ill chance, this tributary verfe, 

The heart (hall aid the melancholy fong, 
And pour its forrows on thy honour'd hearfe. 



Had it pleas'd heav'n — what has my frenzy faid ? 

Where wou'd my wifhes point ? frail child of duft 
Hark ! from the grave cries out the revVend dead 

That Heav'n is wife, and all its ways are juft. 



O worth belov'd and loft ! admir'd ! and mourn'd ! 

Patient to hear, indulgent to redrefs ! 
With e^ry virtue, eVry grace, adorn'd, 

A heart to pity, and a hand to blefs ! 

Who now Affliction's forrows fhall afluage ? 

Who now the tears of fuff 'ring virtue dry ? 
Who guard the orphans unprotected age, 

Or kindle gladnefs in the widows eye. 



( 302 ) 

Who now our varying paffions {hall command ? 

Teach the ftern breaft to feel another's, woe ! 
Ope the hard mifer's unrelenting hand ; 

And bid the ftreams of charity o'erflow ? 



Thefe were thy arts — and glowing with the theme, / 
Whilft truths divine came mended from thy tongue, 

Vice heard, abafh'd — youth caught the infpiring flame, 
And pleas'd attention on thy accents hung. 



Relpefted fhade ! now from the realms of joy 
Indulgent liften to our fervent pray'r ! 

Still let, thy Alma's fons thy thoughts employ ! 
O ftill, proteft them with a parent's care ! 



Teach them to love mankind, and worfhip God ! 

Curb the wild Tallies of impetuous youth. 
Teach them to tread thofe paths, that thou haft trod. 

And fhare thofe bleflings that now crown thy truth, 

And lo ! around the penfive mourners ftand, 

Warm from the heart th' unbidden forrows flow ; 

In dumb diftrefs each lifts his trembling hand 
With looks that fpeak unutterable woe. 



' i 
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What thq* no poet's pen, no fculptor's art] 
Adorns the grave where thy lovM relics lie, 

A figh fhall burft from ev'ry feeling heart, 
A tear fhall fall from evYy honeft eye : 

And, tho' Ho ftatues weep upon thy tomb, 
No ftoried pillars labour with thy fame, 

Green ev'n in age, thy memory fhall bloom: 
Where pillars rife, the monuments of ihame.- 



v\ 

i 

% 



• 1 



-,j 



t 



1 . • 

' 1 



. I 

. i 

i 






( 3°4 ) 



TO 



M 



JL HINK not when loft in extacy, 

Thus filently I gaze, 
That I employ on ought but thee, 
My rapture and my praife. 



No, you in ev*ry grace excel, 

To captivate the heart 5 
Nor need my pen my looks will tell, 

How ftrong, how fure the dart. 

What elfe when abfent from your arms, 

My anxious fadnefs brings, 
And when I thus behold your charms, 

What gives the minutes wings. 



( 3°5 ) 

Why do the tears fo frequent ftart 

Into my trembling eye, 
And whence the fighs that rend my heart, 

Cou'd fiction thefe fupply. 



Why leaving thee and life behind, 
Do piercing forrows bite, 

And why meeting Maria kind, 
This exquifite delight. 



Why does my fond unconfcious tongue 
Make thee her only theme, 

And why inceflantly in fong, 
Do I record thy name. 



Why do I at thy mention glow, 
I know not how afraid, 

And wherefore company forego, 
To feek the lonely (hade. 



Oh why all this and ten times more, 
Which language can't declare, 

But that to madnefs I adore 
Thee, my unrivai'd Fair. 



'-* 
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R S E S, 



TO 



PAINTER, 



WHO TAIl/D TWICE IK ATTEMPTING TO TAKE A LADY'S I.IKENES&. 

ArTIST, thy pencil fkill'd to trace 

With rival art lefs finifh'd forms, 
In vain attempts, with equal grace, 

To imitate Dorinda's charms. 

Nor grieve, tho' twice thy labour fail'd ; 

Her beauties, too feverely bright, 
In their own luftre are conceal'd, 

Hid like the fun, in two much light. 



* 
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Thy fruftrate fkill no more upbraid, 
'Tis Nature's fix'd unaltered law, 

Thofe whom fo perfcft flie has madefc 
No pencil, but her own fhall draw. 



Art's boafted ftrength in vain you try, 

Her beauty leaves all art behind ; 
Who hopes to paint Dorinda's eye, 
. As well might hope to paint her mind* 
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C P I E D, 



FROM THE MANUSCRIPT OF 



The Rtv. Dju SW1TT, D. S. P. D. 

w * 

. - . - • •'■■•. 

V - . . * 

September 26th, 1718. 

to the Rev. Mr. Daniel Jackson, to be humbly presented bt 
Mr. Sheridan, in person, with respect, care and speed. 

TO BE DELIVERED BT AND WITH MR. SHERIDAN. 
Dear Dan, 

H.ERE I return my Truft, nor aft 

One penny for remittance : 
If I have well perform'd my talk, 

Pray fend me an acquittance 



Too long I bore this weighty pack, 
As Hercules the Iky ; 
A^, ' Now take him you, Dan Atlas, back, 
Let me be (lander by. 



«• *• 
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Not all the witty things you {peak 

In compafs of a day ; 
Not half the puns you make a week 

Should bribe his longer ftay. 

With me you left him out at nurfc. 
Yet are you not my debtor j 

For as he hardly can be worfe, 
I ne'er could make him better* 



He rhymes and puns, and jpufcs and rhymes > 

Juft as he did before ; 
And when he's lafh'd a hundred times, 

He rhymes and puns the more* 

When rods are laid on fchool-boys bums, 

The more they firifk and fkip : 
The fchool-boys top but louder hums, 

The more they ufe the whip : 

Thus a lean beaft beneath a load, 

A beaft of Irifh breed, 
Will in a tedious, dirty road, 

Out-go the prancing fteed. 



v 
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You knock him down, and down ia wn s 

And lay him flat before ye, 
For foon as he gets up again, 

Hell ftout, and cry « Viftoria I" 

At evVy ftroke of mine he fell, 

Tis true he roartt and crytt* ; 

But his impenetrable fhell 

Could feel no harm befide. 



The tortoife thus with motion flow 

Will clamber up a wall ; 
Yet, fenfelefs to the hardefl blow, 

Gels nothing but a falL 

Dear Dan, then why ihopld you or I 

Attack his pericrany ? 
And fince it is in vain to try, 

We'll fend him to Delany. 



( 3** ) 



POSTSCRIPT, 



LEAN Tom, when I faw him laft week on his horfe 
awry, 
Threatened loudly to turn me to ftone with his forcery. 
But I think little Dan, that in fpight of what our foe fays, 
He will find irddbm aitf tfc\kk&tittfi6U\ "' "■ ; 
For omitting the firft, 1 where 1 make a companion 
With a fort of allufion to Putland, or Harrifon, 
Yet by my defcription you'll find he in ihort is 

A pack and a garran, a top and a tortoife. * -'$ 

*. .'$ 
So I hope from henceforward you ne'er will afk, wha£} • - -i 

call, ; V * J """- V 

This teazing, conceited, rude* inibleqt animal.. 

And if this rebuke might turn to his benefit, 

For I pity the man, I ihould be then .glad of it, 
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I 



THE DEATH OF A LAT1 



VICE-MASTER OF TRINITY CQIXEGE, 
! CAMBRIDGE* 



NoVember, io", 1789.' 



f OONi> of the world, who view with fcornml eyes 
He grave in which fequefter'd Science lies : 
Who mock the ftudent's toils, or mark them. not,. 
;**4 * Or ^ ecm °* labours but to be forgot, 
. ' . Eatifts awhile within the cloifter's gloom, 
.u" ; " . Then finks unheeded to an humble tomb ! 
*. 'J ' . Come, ye who proudly fcora the Pedant's boaft, 
■ *, * Here weep the talents which you honour moft ! 

t»? ■ Know, that there fleeps on this lamented bier 

.*! . , * • All that might well have grae'd your gayer fphere •, 



1 . • 
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Wit, that to dullhefs only gave offence, 
And learning's ftore fubfervient {till to fenfe j 
The fportive Fancy, and the hum'roro vein, 
Which numbers imitate, but few attain ; 
Quick to conceive, an4 ready t$. exprdfs* . 
The clear conception in its happteft drefs ; 
Fire, that with feventy winters {how could wage 
Succefsful war, and melt the froft of age. 



>..-.y . _ k .* a. .. 



Mourn him, ye gay, foryouhadfure approv'd 

What Yorick honoured, and Eugeniiis IpVd ; 

•• * ■ - \ ■ ■ 

Refufe the decent tribute if you can, 

Due to the wit, the fcholar, and the man ! 

Or, if ye owfa the luxury of woe, 

Qere let the graceful weaknefs freely flow ! 



r:-7/ 
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To you, whofe board his mirth was wont to cheer, y 
Who lov*d the raillery you could not fear, "*/'■* J 

To you, alas ! while mem'ry holds her feat, ^ j^g ' '^ 

Shall the weakMufe fiiperfluous praife repeat; • .. ■ v v ♦ - 
Vain were th' appeal to eVry focial breaft, 
While he {hall moft regret who k^ew bm heft, 










!** ■ 






« 5»4 J 
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- • ■ 

TO TH* MEMORY OP 



.■'1 . . n « • i • • 



CAPTAIN GRENVILLE^ 



. ;. ;,. 



"JTHO WAS SLAZIT COMMANDING—THE DEIIANCE MAM, OP WAR IN T« 
ENGAGEMENT WITH THE 1 PUNCH fXEET*, dtf f *&' $d d» JU*V 



• ■ 'j 



* #■ 



By M*. LITTLETON, 

■\ • , ■ * 

Y. i ■ * ' 

■ * 

E weeping Mufes, Graces, Virtues tell. 

If fince your all-accomplifh'd Sydney fell, 

Tou, or affli&ed Britain e*e* deptortT :<: 

l± % * • Alofs like that iM^hffi^ 

Such fpotlefs honour, fire* IngttitkBus truth, 

Such ripea'rf wifddni iti *6bfcofif of jtmth, 

So mild, fo gentle,' f^e&npos'd a htfrid/ 

To fuch herok warmth arid cx>ufage jonVd : 



■*> He too, like Sydney, nurs'd in Learning's arms, 
£* For nobler war forfook her fbfter charms, 




( 3*5 ) 

Like him, poflefs'd of ev'ry pleating art, 
The fecret wifh of ev'ry female heart, 
Like him cut off in youthful glory's pride, 
He, unrepining, for his Country dy*d. 

• 

But nobler far and greater is the praife, 
Sd bright to fixine in thefe degenerate days j 
An age of heroes kindled Sydney's fire, 
JJis inborn w^rth ajond cdu'd CnEitviL&E*s deeds infpire. 



b 



I 



( 3tf ) 



to 



ADMIRAL BOSCAWEN, 

FROM IRELAND, 

OCCASIONED BY THE FOREGOING. 

1 H R I CE have the Mufes wept ; the tuneful train 
Mourn'd their firft hope in gentle Sydney flain j 
While Spenfer's pious hand an altar rears, 
Preferves the dirge *, and confecrates the tears. 
Falkland was next ; nor civil rage cou'd tell 
What urg*d his fate, but wonder*d why he fell ; 
By Hyde's rich genius are his honours paid, 
In grave difcourfe, of high record, difplay'd. 
Grenville the laft \ this precious pledge the Nine 
To thee their prieft f, O Lyttleton confign ; 

• Alluding to the two Poems of Spenfer*s. 
f Quaxum facra fcro— Vikg*i. 
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Thy verfe alone can fatisfy the dead 

And pay the glorious prize for which he bled, 

A (potlefs facrifice in beauty's prime 

Fell the lov'd youth, nor fell before his time $ 

No life is timely to the coward Have, 

No death untimely to the free and brave ; 

While with his friends the puUick forrows flow, 

And each foft eye adopts a fitter's * woe ; . 

While honour, truth, and ev*ry facred name 

Fill the grand chorus of his finifh'd fame : 

Could years have added more I O envy'd breath 

Loft for thy Country ! O triumphant Death ! 

To fuch defert, fuch praifes to fucceed 

Lives there a wretch who wou*d not wifh to bleed ? 

Lives there ? but ftop the fong, too much is paft, 

And may this fate, Boscawen, be thelaft! 
From thy trfd fortune, Britain Hopes to raife 
A cheaper triumph, and lefs guilty bays ; 

* 

She bids thee take the fafces of the main, 
And free fair commerce front* her fervile chain % 
Already I behold thy navy fleer 
By other ftars, and gain upon the year 9 
Where feas impell'd by faithful breezes roll, 
And the broad fhadows fhorten from the pole ; 

.* fbis gentleman wa* remarkable for being the bed of brothers. 
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With no proud luxury thfc Veflils ghWA, 
Their richer frdght is liberty aloft*; 
That rare exotic to a fbtfSfcfa ikf, 
Which Britahi gives, but India cannot baf 9 
At her approach the Gaul ihalihldfehis fccfc, 
And hjard for fhtlter With a fofcuthfcr f act ; 
His fpurious fun tttt mdtb fttfttrtife tht day, 
But fet for ever ih arieaftetti fea ; 
New titles and Ifculgfe ttttpjiies ffiali be thine, 
And laurels cull'd \Xfohd the buttling iinC. 

G6 with thefe aufpices, and when thy fails 
Bend homewards, fwelling with left fpicy gales f 
The Mufe who mourns thy much lamented friend, 
With better drains thy triumphs fliall attend ; 
Ev'n now ihe ftriyes to raife her drooping wing, 
Eflays her Harp and meditates to fing, 
While o'er thefe late, fo fad and joylefs plains, 
,Again fmiles Phoebus, and a Stanhope reigns, 



( 3^9 ) 



BEAUTY and FASHION 



REPARTEE. 



i 

MILLE HABET ORNATUS JflLLl DECBNTBR HABET. 



A YS Beauty to Fashion, as they fat at the toilet, 
If I give you a charm* you furely will fpqil it ; 

When yovi take it in hand* there's fuch murd'ring and 

mangling, 
Tis fo metamqrphos'd by your fiddling and fangling. 
That I fcarce know my own, wl\en I meet it agaip ; 
Such changelings you make both of women and men. 
To confirm what I fay, look at Phryne and Phillis, 

1 am fure that I gave them good rofes and lilies ; 
Now what have you done, let the world be the judge : 
Why you daub 'em all over with cold cream and rouge ; 
That, like Thiibe, in Ovid, y&u cannot come at 'em, 
Unlefs thro' a mud-wall of paint and pomatum. 
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And as to your drefs, one wou'd think you quite macf, 
From the head to the heel 'tis all mafquerade ; 
With your flounces and furbelows, facks, trollopees, 
Now fweeping the ground, now up to your knees, 
Your pinking and crimping and chevaux defrize f 
And all the fantaftical cuts of the mode, 
You look like a bedlamite, ragged and proud ! 
Then of late you're fo fickle that few people mind you, 
For my part, I never can tell where to find you ; 
Now drefs'd in a cap, now naked in none, 
Now loofe in a mob, now clofe in a Joan ; 
Without handkerchief now, and now buried in ruflj 
Now plain as a Quaker, now all of a pufl£ 
Now a fhape in neat ftays, now a flattern in jumps, 
JMow Aim as a pike-ftafF, now burly in rumps, 
Now monftrous in hoops, now trapifli and walking, 
With your petticoats clung to your heels, like a malkin. 
Like the cock on the tower that {hews you the weather 
You are hardly the fame for two days together^ 

Thus Beauty began, and Mifs Fashion replied: 
Who does moft for the fex ? let it fairly be tried 5 
And they that look round 'em, will prefently fee 
They're much lefs beholden to you than to me. 
I grant it, indeed, mighty favors you boaft, 
But how fcanty your fevors, how fcarce is a toaft ? 



( 3*1 ) 

A fhape — a complexion — you confer now and then. 
But to one that you give, you refufe it to ten ; 
In one you fucceed, in another you fail, 

• 

Here your rofe is too red, there your lily's too pale ; 

Or fome feature or other is always amifs, 

And pray let me know when you finifh'd a piece, — 

But what I was obligM to correft, or touch over, 

Or you never wou'd have either hufband or lover : 

For I hope, my fair lady, you do not forget, 

Though you find the thread, that 'tis I make the net ; 

And fay what you pleafe, it muft be allow'd, 

That a Woman is nothing, uxAzisa-la-modez 

Negle&ed fhe lives, and no beauty avails, 

For what is a fhip without rigging or falls ; 

Like the diamonds when rough are the charms you beftow, 

But mine is the fetting, and polifhing too* 

Your nymphs with their ihapes, their complexions, and 

features, 
What are they without me, but poor awkward creatures : 
The route, the afiembly, the play-houfe will tell, 
Tis I form the beau, and I finifh the belle : 
Tis by me that thefe beauties muft all be fupplied, 
Which time has withdrawn, or which you have denied ; 
Impartial to all, did not I lend my aid, 
Both Venus and Cupid might throw up their trade, 
And even your Ladyfhip, die an old maid. 



*■ ■ • 
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TO 



D Y, 



WHO HAD RED HAIR 



-t\-S where fbme rock the troubled main divides, 
Rough'ning the furge that burfts upon its fidqs, 
Beacons, high rifing, with confpicuous glare 
Wide, as they fhine, the deathfiil coaft declare ; 
So cloth'd with radiant hair thy temples rife, 
Kind omens of the dangers of thy eyes : 
Thus, crown*d with fplendid trefles, comets glow, 
Terrific redden, and fhine future woe. 
But ah ! in vain they warm, for ftill I gaze, 
And wildly dote on the enchanting blaze ; 
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While rafh and thoughtleft I admire their beams, 
Like the fond moth, I perifh in the flames. 
So fifhers, to deceive the finny prey, 
With kindled lamp* explore the watery way : 
Struck by the fplender, they forget to fly, 
And, fix'd in ftupid wonder, gaze and die. 
Thus often ftreams of vinonary light 
Seam with long glories the brown womb *>f night ; 
Thefe, as they (kim, unwary travelers view 
With hopeful eye, and eager they purfiie; 
Till plunged in bogs, and loft in devious ways, 

Too late they know, and curfc the fraudful Haze. 

. * ... - • 

* « 

Thou art the pure, the fpotlefs veftal maid, 
Whofe flames, with that of life alone, fhall fade ; 
A flame, that round the head of Tullus flione, 
Deftin'd the Infant Captive to a throne, 

Around his facred brows the lambent fires 

Pla/d innocent, and fed their Hoping Ipires ; 

Thy facred head perpetual flames enclose, 

And everlafting fplendors croWn thy brows. 

So, in the landscapes of fome antique hall, 

Where pious paintings animate the wall, 

'Midft the mean groupe the faints diftinguifh'd blaze a 

Their temples circled within orbs of rays* 

i 
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With different beauties you attract the fight, 
Such burning treffes, yet a brow fo white \ 
Thus -/Etna looks : fires on its fummit glow, 
While its fair fides for ever fhine with fnow. 
Nature from vulgar heads diftinguifh'd thine, 
And gave it with peculiar beams to fhine : 
Thus when the angel, by his God's command, 
Spread defolation o'er th' Egyptian land, 
Each door of Jacob fhone with blood o'erfpread* 
And flood fecurejy cloth'd in holy red. 
So in the kalendar we firip the morn 
Profane, which no uncommon marks adorn \ 
But facred days of faints, with different hue 4 
Array'd in crimfon, captivate the view. 

Thus, while thy beams plant ardors in my fou^ 
And thou, ferene, art free from their 'control^ 
)fee difcufs'd this fubjeft of debate, 
That not in fire^ but in ourfelves, is heat ; 
Long thisencreafe of knowlegel jnuft mourn, 
Thine are the flames— but ^h, !— 'tis I that burn* 



■ 
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E P t L O G U E, 



TO THE TRAGEDY OF 



S E M I R A M I S, 

By R. B. SHERIDAN, Es<^ 

DlSHEVELL'D ftHl, likeAfia's bleeding queen, 

Shall I with jefts deride the tragic fcene ? 

No, beauteous mourners — from whofe down-caft eyes 

The Mule has drawn her nobleft facrifice 5 

Whofe gentle bofoms, Pity's altars, bear 

The chryftal incenfe of each falling tear ; 

There lives the Poet's praife — no critic art 

Can match the comment of a feeling heart* . 

When gen'rai plaudits fpeak the fable o'er, 

Which mute attention had approv'd before, 

Tho' rudei^fpirits love th' accuflom'd jeft, 
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Which chafes forrow from the vulgar breaftj 
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Still hearts refin'd their fadden'd tint retain, 

The figh is pleafure, and the jeft is pain : 

Scarce have they fmiles to honor tafte or wit, 

Tho* Garrick fpoke the verfe himfelf had writ. 

Thus fhro' fhe time when vernal fruits receiye 

The grateful fhoVrs that hang on April's eve, 

Tho' evVy coarfer ftem, of for eft birth, 

Throws, with the morning beam, its dews to earth, 

Ne'er does the gentle rofe revive fo foon, 

But batbM in NaftireVteans, it droops tH| nopn. 

Oh ! could the profe one %>£le mor*J te^ch, 
From fcenes like thefe, which all who heard might reach !■ 
Thou child of fympathy I whoe'er thou art, 
Who with Aflyria's queen haft wept thy p*rt, 
Go, fearch where keener woes demand reltef* 
Go, while thy heart yet beats with fancied grfef* 
Thy lip ftill confeious of the recent figh, 
The graceful tear ftill lingering in thy eye, 
Go — and on real mifery beftow 
The blefs'd effufion of fielfious woe : 
So {hall our Mufe, fiipreme of all the ninp, 
Deferve indeed the title of divine 5 
Virtue fhall own her favorite from above, 
And Pity greet her with a fitter's love 
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N G. 



_■« « 



Br THE SAME. 



I? ROM yonder copfe yet poor in fhade, 

And faintly clad with green;' 
Why burft fuch notes to cheer tte glacfe,' 

And praife the feafofi's ^tfeeri. 

Each breeze each flow*r that glads the fenfc, 

To us new raptures bring \ 
But do thefe warblers learn from hence, 

To hail the coming Spring. 
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Ah ! no they little mark the flower, 
They little heed the breeze ; 

Nor early beam nor genial fhowV, 
Can callfuch ftrains as thefe: 

But with their annual paffion mov'd, 
'Tis Love that bids 'em fing ; 

And ftill to love and to he loVd, 
Is all they feel of Spring. 



v. 



Shall I then life's chill winter fear, 
Whofe blifs no feafons bound ; 

Shall I who love thro'out thcf year, 
One hour in grief be found. 



A life of love is endlefs May ; 

Fortune I brave tl\y fting.; • 
For tho' thou fliou'dft o'ercaft my day, 

Each night will ftill be Spring. 



■ i 
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I T A P H, 



INTENDED FOB. 



Mrs. MARTHA RAWLINS** 



WHO DIED the 14th. JANUARY, I780, 



r- i 



«i 1 . " r . 



AfcfiD, 44 YEARS. 

JlN the fond hope of an immortal name, 
Let titled Pride the iumptuous column claim, 
And Flattery's ready chiflel .there infcribe 
The paltry purchafe of Ambition's bribe ;— 
How vain th' attempt of idle Pomp to fhed 
One ray of genius o'er the dotard's head ! 
How vain the bribe, to future times, would boaft 
The matchlefs virtues of a villain loft ! 
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But modcft worth demands no toil of art ;— 
It lives for ever in the mourner's heart ! 
And fuch, oh, Rawlins ! may this marble give, 
Till time's remoteft day, thy worth to live! 
And tell the nymph who reads this artlefs line 
Thatev'ry virtue under heajrti was thine ;, 
Bid her like thee, in focial converfe gay, 
The innate fweetnefs of her mind difplay ; 
While manly fenfe with each expreffion flows 
And female foftnefs all its grace beftows ! 
Bid her, ; Ukcrtht^ prcferve * fpotfeft n*me 
And cherifli Virtue's. never-dying flame ; 
Like thee, a Wife's endearing part perform, 
Tho* whim perplex and paffion loudly (form ; 
And thro' a Parent's arduous province prove 
Her love a duty, and her duty love ! 

So may fhe live like thee, like thee to die-* 
But for her friends, to heave the parting figh f— 



Thofe friends who, long as life is giv*n to mourn, 
Shall pour their forrows o'er thy hallowed urn ! 
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Am 



TRANSLATED FROM THB M&tflAlf OP THtrOET HATM, 



By Capta™ THOMAS FORD. 

DlSGUIS'D, laft night, Irufh'dfromhome, 

To feek the palace of my fool : 
I reach'd, by filent ft^ps, my dome 

And to her chamber softlt ftole. 



On a gay various couch reclin'd, 
In fweet repofe I faw the maid ; 

My breaftj like afpins to the wind. 
To love's alarum softlt playM. 
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Two fingers, then, to half expanfe 
I trembling op'd — with fear oppreft, 

With thefc I pull'd her veil aikance ; 
Then softly drew her to my bread* 

u Who ait thou, wretch V 9 my atlgel crfd ; 

Whifp'ring, I faid — « Thy flave — thy {wain 3 
€€ But hufh my love ! — forbear to chide ; 

« Speak softly, left fome' hear the ftrain." 

Trembling with love, with hope, and fear, 

At length her ruby lips I prefs'd ; 
Sweet kifles oft — mellifluous— dear — 

Softly-' I firitch'd— was foftly blefcU 

« O let me,** now inflaiu'd, I faid, 

« My idol clafp within thefe arms :" 
f f Remove the light" — deep figh'd the maid— 

A. 

k Come softly, come — prevent alarms." 

Now by her fide with blifs I glowM,— r 
Swift flew the night in amorous play : 

At length the morning's r herald qrow'd ; 
When softly thence I*bent my way. 
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WRIT T E N, 



UNDERNEATH A 






DRAWING, 



By Miss 



WHEREIN TIME IS REPRESENTED RESTING H1M8ELF, HIS SCYTHE LYING 

ON THE HELD, AN INFANT PLATING WITH HIS HOUR-GLASS, AND 

THE HOURS HOVERING OVER HIM, CHIDING HIS DELAY. 

By G. 

W HEN genius thus by culture's aid refin'd, 
Tranfcends the bounds to Nature's felf affign'd, 
And, by the fiat of creative pow*r, 
Her nine months work completes in half an hour $ 
Or, when fhe thus on Fancy's pinion flies, 
Thro' realms, invifible to vulgar eyes, 
And, with the mimic greatnefs of a God, 
Bids paper ftart to life at Anna's nod, 
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At her command bids forms ideal rife, 
With magic art to cheat our wond'ring eyes ; 
Oh ! fure the youth may fome indulgence claim 
Who thus prognofticates the Artiff s fame ; 
This piece, defign'd for time's remoteft date, 
Difplays the emblem of its future fate ; 
Thus fhall it lure, by ev'ry charm fublime, 
" The fcythe of ruin from the hand of Time." 
Nay more — perhaps 'twill change Fate's juft decree, 
And give thofe verfes to futurity. 
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£ R S £ S, 



7* 



M I R A, 

Br THP SAMS. 

* . . 

VV HENurgMby hope, by fear repreft, 
I've ibught to eafe my anxious breaft, 

And all my love declare ; 
To conquer fear in vain I ftrovc, 
For filence chained the flare of love. 

And funk me to defpalr. 

How different is my prefent ftate, 
My hopes revive, my hearth elate, 

For Mira bids me fing j 
But tho' ev'n Mira's felf command, 
With chaften'd joy I raife ihy hand, 

And, trembling, touch the ftring. 
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Oh would the Mufe affift the lover, 
And all thofe fecret chords difcover, 

Which tune the foul to love ! 
And teach my gentle Mira's heart, 
Refponfive beating to my art, 

In unifon to move ! '' 

No more fhe'd triumph in my pain, 
Or treat my paffion with difdain, 

Or think me infincere ; 
When, ftamp'd on ev'ry thought and deed, 
" In letters" he who rnnsrnay read 

The marks, of love appear. 

-» 

If not for love, for jtfJHcp' fake, 
Tell me what method I fhall take, 

Your confidence to win ; . 
For tho* with honeft zeal I preach, 
While you rejeft the truths I teach, 

I fuffer for your fin. 

■ * 

Then quickly banifli from yourbreaft 

EvVy cold, fufpicious gueft, 

...... 

And ev'ry fear remove ; 
But chief of all, fair JUttgt 
Your incredulity expg^ 

And learn of me to love% 
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If fpotlefs honor, facred truth, 
Unchanging conftancy, and youth 

With health and vigor crown'd 5 
If love feraphic, warmly glowing, 
from friendfhip and afFe&ion flowing, 

Tour mod'rate wifhes bound ; 

Oh turn to me, and eafe my pain, 
Releafe me from this iron chain, 

Which grafps with galling hold 5 
Oh let companion touch your heart, 
And with a fmile, of magic art, 

Tranfmute it into gold ! 

Let Cupid's flame your eyes improve, 
Then turn tow'rds me thofe lamps of love, 

Tour looks in kindnefs dreft ; 
And while before your fhrine I bend, 
This votive tablet to fufpend, 

Oh make me more than bleft 1 



t « 



( 3J« ) 



PETITION 



OF A 

LINNET, 

f 

CAUGHT ON A LIMED TWIG, 

By T. 

\\ H I L E here my weary wings I beat, 

With idle, unavailing rage, 
And ftrive in vain my prison'd feet 

From fatal (hare* to difengage ; 

Oh you — who walk at large below, 
And rove at will yon verdant field — 

Have pity on a fellow's woe ; 

And fuccour to the helplefs yield ! 

If e'er you fcorn'd the arts of fraud, 
Releafe me from a villain's chain ; 

If e'er your breaft with freedom giow'd, 
Give me my liberty again. 
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On yonder Ipray my miftrefs fits, 
And wonders why I wifh to roam ; 

Hark ! — now the broken lay fhe twits, 
And calls in vain her wand'rer home. 

Beneath her hear my infant brood, 
"With loud and unavailing cry, 

Importunate demand that food 
Their captive father can't iiipply. 



If e'er you felt a lover's flame,. : - 
Oh— let me to my love repair ! 

If e'er you hope a parent's name, 
Oh— liften to a parent's pray'r I 



And do not ftrive with barb'rous art 

• 

To force the cruel, captive ftrain 5 

Nor vainly think the free-born heart 

Will carol blithe beneath its chain* 

But fave me from oppreffive force, 
And give me to my native air 5 

And fo may Angels clear your courier 
And fave you from each hidden fnare* 

Z 



• * 
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For this each morn at dawn |U1 rife, 
With fofteft notes your flcep prolong} 

Or chace the tyrant from ypjir fye^ 
And wake you with ^ ^ateijd fopg. 

Or, when you ftray acrof^ &e plgji), < 

Or wander thro* the fhelter'd grpve j 
I'll raife for you my fweeteft ftraip, ; 
v And tune your foul to joy pu4 Iqvp. 

And fhould you deep beneath the (hade, 
O'ercome by noon's oppijeflhre ray ; : 

I'll watch attentive o'er your head, 
And raife fome foft, melodious lay, 

That fhall from Morpheus' dswy hall, 
Where various vifions arecombin'dj 

The fair eft forms of fancy call, 

To footh and harmonize your mind, 

Celeftial notes fhall meet ybuf ear, 
Angelic beauty blefs your fight, 

And ev'ry tranfient image wear 
The vivid col'rings of delight, 






V - . • . t ■ 



(• % 
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DIRECTIONS for DRAWING 



A YOUNG LADY's PICTURE, 



TO A PAINTER WHO HAD NOT SUCCEEDED IN HIS FIRST 

ATTEMPT. 



Br THE SAME. 

uINCE your hand has fail'd to trace 
The likenefs of lovM Delia's face. 
Permit me, Artift, to impart 
Some hints, that may affift your art. 
Firft, from clouds that tranfient fly 
White and lucid o'er the Iky, 
Their brighteft colors you fhould win, 
To paint the whitenefs of her fkin 5 
Then, with the radiance of the morn 
Her glowingy vivid cheeks adorn j 

Z Z 
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But where can art a tint fupply 
To give the luftre of her eye, 
Unlefs you catch the brilliant beam 
That plays upon the lucid ftream : 
And tho' thefe various helps you gain, 
Yet, Artift, ftill thy labor's vain 
Unlefs fome happy art you find 
To paint the movements of her mind, 
And make each fpeaking feature tell 
All that in the foul doth dwell ; 
If this you do, the work ihall fhine 
As like as human to divine. 
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ERSES, 



*0 



H, 



WUTTIN IK TBI TIME Of AFIUCTION. 



ByU. 



IVELEAS'D from want, releas'd from woe, 

And all the bitter ills of life, 
To Death's drear vale I gladfome go, 

No more with pain and grief at ftrife. 



In Ids kind, hofpitable arms 
Alone, I hope repofe and reft ; 

There forrow's keen and wild alarms 
No more fhall rack my haplefs breaft. 
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Shame no more (hall burn my cheek, 
Nor infults keen my bofom rend ; 

Nor friends unkind my heart-firings break, 
For there each forrow has an end. 



Iniatiate powY , avert thy ftroke 
From thofe, who at thy prefence ftart ; 

An haplefs wretch thy aid invokes, 
Oh ! ftrike for once — a willing heart* 



Oh what is life, that I fhould prize 
The leave to linger here below; 

To fpcnd my days in tears and fighs, 
And count my years by added woe. 



Oh then, dread pow'r, tremendous lord 
To all who pafs a life of eafe ; 

Who ev'n by wretches art abhorr'd, 
While life has any means to pleafe; 

Why this delay ? — I court thy aid— 
I beg, I blefs thy friendly How 

That lays me in thy peaceful fhade; 
And faves me from intreafing woe. 
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Nor fear that ftroke {hall caufe a tear 
Or make a fingle bofom figh $ 

There never fell upon the bier 
A wretch more defolate than I. 



Thy dart, oh quickly let it fell, 
Releafe me from this weary fcene j 

Nor let a fingle fod recall 
The recolleflion — I have been.— 
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TO 



GENTLEMAN 



WHO INTENDED TO CELEBRATE A YQUNG LADY'S CHARMS 

IN VERSE. 



By THE SAME. 



For 



B£AR 9 fond youth, nor hope to trace 
The beauties of Elvira's face: 
Tis not in nature to fupply 
The femblance of her liquid eye ; 
UnequalPd by the brilliant beam 
That plays upon the lucid ftream : 
The lively whitenefs of her ikin 
Is not in polifh'd marble feen ; 
Far brighter than the milky rofe, 
Or down, that in the marfhes grows ; 
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Her cheek, that glows fo warmly bright, 
Is milder than the morning light : 
But 'tis as vain to mark each grace, 
And count the wonders of her face, 
As to expeft with mortal eye 
Ev*ry fep'rate ftar to fpy, 
Which lends its undiftinguilh'd ray 
To charm us in the milky way : 
Enough for us to know 'tis there, 
All brightnefs and all beauty here* 
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H 



ON 



THE Rev. THOMAS BENSON, D. D. 

SCHOOL-MASTER, 
By THE SAME. 

X O train three ages of unthinking youth 
To Chriftian knowlege, fcientific truth ; 
That duty done — with foul compos'd and ev'n 
To tread — what oft he fhew'd— our road to Heav'n, 
Was Benson's fame — and be it ours, to prove 
How deep our hearts are pierced with grief and love. 
His fondnefs claims no common mode of woe, 
No mean eulogium to his worth we owe j 
He grieves the moft who moft his laws obeys, 
His pupils virtues are his nobleft praife# 
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TO 



GENTLEMAN, 



WHO &EFD5*0 TO SHEW THE AUTHOR SOME FEW ESSATS HE HAD MADE 

IN VERSE. 



By M- 

W HY fhould Alexis to my view refufe 
The firft attempts of his too modeft Mufe ? 
Dreads he in me a cenfor too fevere? — 
Partiality's the worft he needs to fear. 
Or, do forebodings of immortal fame 
.With fuch high hopes his glowing breaft inflame, 
That, confeious of her pow'rs, his foul difdains 
To own aught lefs than everlafting drains: 
And like an Angel, hid in mortal gulfe, 
His errand done, returning to the ikies, 
Does he expect to ftrike our dazzled fight, 
And burft at once to majefty and light ? 
Dear youth ! ah let not Fancy's dream feduce, 
Nor hope to win at firft a finifh'd Mufe ! 
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The gold, that with the pureft fplendor fhines, 

By time was ripen'd in Potofi's mines ; 

Tho' hard as rocks the adamantine gem, 

Twas once as fluid as the flowing ftream ; 

The fun, that with meridian fervor glows, 

With uninvigorating beams arofe ; 

So faint imagination's morning rays, 

Such, and fo brilliant be thy noon-tide blaze* 

From time alone and unremitting pains 

Proceed the lading or the polifh'd ftrains : 

With glowing thoughts tho* nature ftore thy breaft, 

They're but the feed, and culture gives the reft \ 

With careful eye examine ev'ry thought, 

Nor let a beauty e'er excufe a fault. 

Nor yet entirely on yourfelf depend, 
But chufe feme candid, fome difcerning friend % 
Who, fill'd with holy ardor for your fame, 
Will blot the verfc unworthy of your name j 
Will teach you to correct the rude defign, 
And prune th' exub'rance of a needlefs line ; 
In narrower fpace your flowing thoughts condenfe, 
And keep wild fancy in the bounds of fenfe. 
And one you h::ve in whom you may confide, 
Eudear'd by frier dfhip, and by blood allied, 



*H* 
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Whofe tafte inftinc"Hve, whofe harmonious ear, 
Whofe happy fancy, and whofe judgment clear, 
Will teach you what to follow, what avoid, 
And be at once your pattern, and your guide. 
Nor fear to let a candid judge perufe 
Th' unfinifh'd fallies of your youthful mufe 5 
The hazy morn foreruns the brighteft day, 
And rare th' unpolifli'd diamond's fplendid ray; 
This knows the critic ; him you need not fear, 

It is the taftelefs only are fevere. 

# 

But fhould you ftill, too diffident, deny 
To fliew your poefy to a judge's eye, 
To you one precept let me recommend, 
I would not venture, were I not your friend. 
In briefer language all your thoughts exprefe, 
Th' unfkilful only load themfelves with drefs ; 
Condenfe each thought and ev'ry line retouch, 
And rather write too little than too much : 
When waters work themfelves a broader bed, 
And, too diffusive, o'er their channels fpread, 
They lofe their beauty, fwiftnefs and their force, 
And ev'ry obftacle impedes their courfe : 
But, if by Art's or Nature's hand confin'd, 
They flow within the narrow bounds affign'd, 
Thro' the gay vale the lucid waters glide, 
And roll to ocean — a majeftic tide* 
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R S E 



WRITTEN ON THB FIFTH OP NOVEMBER. 



By THE SAME. 

JjE NEATH a mountain's dark tremendous height, 

There lies a cave conceal'd from human fight ; 

The deadlieft vapors from its mouth arife, 

Which blaft each herb, and ev'ry flow'ret dies. 

Here no foft zephyrs fan the blooming rofe, 

Carnations ne'er their various charms difclofe ; 

To nature's fong no raptur'd ears attend, 

With nature's luxury no branches bend j 

But baleful rue, and deadly hemlock {hoot, 

The machinel prefents its pois'nous root ; 

While favage monfters thro' the defart howl, 

Anfwer'd by dreary fcreamings from the owl : 

Here the dark yew and penfive cyprefs>ftand, 

Fafhion'd beneath the torturing fhearer's hand j 
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Some into crofles, fome to gibbets fprout, 

Here waves a rack, and there the gallows fhoot ; 

Thro' the dark vale there flows a tide of blood, 

And mangled bodies float upon the flood ; 

Ne'er do the fkies their lively colorings wear^ 

But baleful tempefts nil the darkened air; 

While angry meteors hide Apollo's face, 

And ferve to fhew the horrors of the place* 

Within the pave does suf eq.st.it ion reign, 

Attended by a Mack, infernal train ; 

Clofe by her fide is perjur'd Treafon feen, 

And Cruelty, firft fav'rjte of the queen ; 

Beneath the throne, falfe Zeal, the hell-hound ftands, 

Who bathes in brother's blood his murd'rous hands j 

Near him a enfanguin'd Murder, and Deceit, 

. . ?■.•■■ . . 

Pale Cowardice and racking Vengeance waitj 

>.**.. ■■» .. «■ 

From ev'ry fide eternal groans refound. 
And flaughter'd corfes ftrew the fmoaking ground. 
Here lives the Fury, who, with anguifh ftung, 
Torn by remorfe and by diffraction wrung, 
Beheld Religion raife her hallowed head. 
And all her glories round Britannia fhed 5 
Saw Truth and Freedom in her train arife, 
And fend united incenfe to the fkies. 
„ With hating eyes fhe view'd the fcenes of joy, 
And with her bofom counfelPd to deftroy ; 
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When blacked guilt congenial fiends fuggeft, 

And horrid tranfports fire her gloomy breaft : 

" By all that's horrible, fhe dies, Ihe dies," 

With raptures loud the red-eyed fury cries ; 

u I fee Religion gafping on the ground, 

" And in ftrong chains is hated Freedom bound $ 

<c I fee the ifle, where once Eliza reign'd, 

€( In error plunged, in flavery enchain'd : 

" Swift on the wings of mifchief, fiends arife, 

" And join to fpeed the fanguine facrifice. w 

And fee, the arts of hell almoft fucceed, 
Another day, and Britain's glories bleed j 
When Mercy darting from her radiant throne, 
Defcends, and veils, in Friendfhip's form her own ; 
Refcues a finking nation from its fate, 
Andfaves Religion from infernal hate. 



At Mercy's altars, then, let Britons bend, 
And hymn, in grateful ftrains, their guardian friend ; 
Let no compulfion mark the road to right : 
Ne'er drag an owl againft its will to light : 
Join'd let us raife mild Toleration's throne, 
And give the mercy that to us was fhewn : 
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Let Superstition ufe convincing dread, 
Procruftes-like, fit mankind to her bed, 
And vainly hope in iron chains to bind. 
The native freedom of the human mind ; 
Yet, let Religion ufe no borrowed arms, 
But truft fecurely to her native charms ; 
Let ranc'rous thoughts to charity give place, 
And Ghriftians all unite in Chriftian peace, 
Let each his zeal by his obedience prove, 
And all be moderation, peace and love. 



A a 
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THE 



PRESENT STATE 



OF 



N D, 



AN £RSTLE TO THE RIGHT BON, WILLIAM PITT. 

• « 
WRITTEN IN AUGUST, I784. 

By THE SAME. 

W HEN now the rage of oppofition's o'er, 
And wordy war engrofs thy time no more ; 
While faftion, brooding o'er her dulky train, 
Prepares her phalanx for the next campaign ; 
Oh ! may the Mufe her feeble voice intrude 
Amid thy projefts for the public good. 
From poor Ierne's defolated clime, 
And quite a ftranger to the trade of rhyme, 
She comes : no flatt'rer at, ambition's fhrine, 
No venal motives have infpir'd her line : 
She holds hjer pow'rs for better ends defign'd, 
To teach, admonifh, and amend mankind ; 
To brand the boldeft criminal with fhame, 
And write on adamant each virtuous name. 
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But few, how few in thefe degenerate days 
Can boldly claim the tuneful meed of praifc : 
Tho' in the fpring fair virtue's bloflbms blow, 
To full maturity they feldom grow ; 
The blight of pleafure blafts the tender (hoot, 
Or palfion's ftorms deftroy the rip'ning fruit : 
The Mufe, fo oft, by fairy dreams mifled, 
Has twin'd her wreath for fome bold villain's head, 
That now, with pain, fhe checks the plaufive firing, 
Tho' thine each virtue fhe could wifh to fing ; 
Cautious and fearful, left, fome future hour, 
Thou fall avittimtotheluft of pow*r, 
Sink to a venal fervant of the crown, * 

Or, buo/d by fa&ion, dare infult the throne. 



Think on the awful honors of thy name— 
The fon of Chatham is the heir of fame; 
As man, for whom a Saviour's blood was giv'n, 
Becomes thro' him inheritor of Heav'n : 
No humble fortune can on either wait, 
No mean obfcurity, no middle ftate ; 
Thou and the Chriftian muft or fall or rife, 
Damn'd deep to hell, or fharers of the ikies. 
Rife then to glory, rife to honeft fame, 
And add new luftre to a Chatham's name 5 

A a z 
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Be thine that large and comprehenfive mind, 

That feels for all the rights of all mankind, 

Feels for the fecred image of thy God, 

Where'er it ftoops beneath oppreffion's rfcd* 

Whether in India, panting at the line, 

Or here, where fans with milder luftfe (hitte % 

Whether th' oppreflivc ruler is the caufe, 

Or the worfe tyranny of tyrant laws : 

Be thine that honeft, that enlighten'd foul, 

That, not to parts confin'd, takes in the whok % 

Bound to no party but the friends of man, 

To future ages Britain's glory plan. 

'Tis not to add new thunders to her fleet, 

Or bring home millions, that can ma^e her great, 

She rauft her pow'r from other fources draw 

To curb the Bourbons and give Europe law : 

Behold the dread complexion of the times, 

Imported follies join'd with native crimes ; 

Thefe are the foes that Britain's laurels tear, 

To conquer thefe be thy unceafing care : 

Hope not to clear this torrent in its courfe, 

Thy pious care muft purify its fource : 

Be truly wife : be thy peculiar pride 

To check pale lux'ry's all-involving tide ; 

That fatal caufe whence ev'ry evil fprings, 

That dreadful bane to people, nobles, kings. 



^ 
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No longer free, high-fpirited and bold, 

Debas'd by her, Britannia's fons behold : 

Once boaft of Britain, conquerors of France, 

Now, only viftors in the well-bred dance : 

Judges of drefi, and critics in the mode, 

They fcorn the vulgar paths their grand-fires trod ; 

Superior arts demand their ferious care, 

T improve the drafting of a lady's hair, 

To chufe her feathers, and her trinkets buy, 

And fuit her ribbands with a critic eye. 

And lux'ry, ev'n wliere nature fmiles, we find 
Deftroys the virtues, tho' fhe fpares the mind : 
She bids : the genius heads the penfion'd band, 
Or fcatters difcord thro 9 the madd'ning land, 
In the wild roar of anarchy delights, 
Attacks 3 monarch's or a people's rights, 
With pleafure hears his bleeding country cry, 
To gain that wealth he Ajuanders on a die. 

But chiefly here, in this devoted land, 
She deals her poifons with unfparing hand : 
Here ev'ry ill luxurious folly brings, 
Without the wealth from whence that folly fprings ; 
In Britain, wealth did luxury fore-run, 
But here, by imitation we 're undone ; 
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Hence midnight murders, midnight mafqueradcs, 
O'er-loaded gallows, and exhaufted trades ; 
Riot and fraud and violence are here, 
The bankrupt merchant and the needy peer * 
Here ftern opprcffion grinds the neigb'ring poor, 

To buy a title, or a painted ■ 2 

So bold is vice, fo impious are the times, 
That puny villains, only, hide their crimes ; 
The great, the rich difdainanhoneft name, 
And loft to Virtue, they are dead to fhame: 
In law and juftice thrifty nobles trade, 
Our peers give judgment only as they're paid $ 
A fenator betrays his country's rights, 
And to this bafenefs perjury unites — • 
The fa£t is prqv*d : more wary villains jeft, 
And with loud laughter is the caufe difmift. 
Debauch, excefs and riot fill our court, 
Where order, Jaw and virtue are their {port ; 
Nor this the worfl ; here ration's horrid train 
Increafe our woes, and riot in our pain ; 
From this mifconduft of our rulers draw 
A fond pretence to fpurn at ev'ry law » 
Beneath the name of reformation hide 
The treas'nous fchemes of indigence and pride- 
Men, without wealth or int'reft in the flate, 
Who cannot lofe by any ftroke of fate, 
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Unhappy things^ for infamy too meaty 
Whofe very viknefs faves them from my peft ; 
Thefe, happily exempt from private cares, 
Aflume the lead in national affairs, 
Prefiime to, dictate to a people's will, : 
And dare, jiift powers ! command us to rebel : 
Urg'd on by thefe, our ftarving rabble dare 
The laft extremes of madnefs and deipair; 
See, thro' our ftreets thefe fons of riot fly, 
Order, and law,, and magiftrates defy,. ; , 
And from his houfe, ev'n in the face of day* 
To fhame and terror drag their deftinM prey .: 
Reformers roar for freedom, 'till they're hoarfe, 
And prove their reas'ning with refiftlefs force, 
Set up for champions in their country?* caufe, . 
Yet dare infult the Majeftv of laws — 
Wretches, who break thro* ev*ly moral tie, 
For reformation raife the clam'rous cry j 
Witlings, blafphemers of their God and creed, 
For Chriftian love and toleration plead ; 
Nor by fuch conduct wander from their end, 
For on contention all their hopes depend ; 
'Mid civil difcord villains rife to pow'r, 
Chance may exalt, but cannot fink them lower. 
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While his fnperiars lead fitch ftomtfuj 
Oh! with what namelefi ilb the poor man ftri^t 
See, where the peafant Adam's. ciurfc fuftains, 
Briars and thorns alone reward his pains ^ 
Up with the fun, he. quits hkmucUbuiltihed, . 
And earns, with Utter toil, hisfcanty bre*di 
This weak dependant on his pampertt lord . 
Hangs on his fmilc, and lives but on his word ;, 
And fhould he dare his meaneft right to trie, . 
Or eVn to break hU. country's laws refufft. . 
Unhappy mail I— compelled to quit his home* 
He and his children, wretched wand'rers* roam; 
For them he begs, yet hears his prayer denied*. 
For them he bears the infolence of pride. 
For them, perhaps, the fword of rapine draws* 
And falls a victim to his country's laws. 

Now to our fickly cities turn thine eye, 
Where the pale artifts, grafp'd by famine, die ; 
In yonder hut, the feat of want, behold 
A worn-out woman, fhiv'rihg with the cold ; 
At her dry breaft her babe expiring lies, 
And on its mother Wns its eager eyes ; 
While at her knee antother infant ftands, 
And vainly lifts for food its little hands : 
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She does not weep ; but mark that hollow groan* 

'Tis for h«r ehildrens fufPrings, not her own; 

On the damp floor the wretched father lies,. 

Struggling with complicated agonies : 

See, on his wife his eager eye-balls glare 

In all the horrid flillncfs of .deJpair : 

Oh Pitt ! — yicrer pity touch 'd thy heart, 

Towoes-like tbefe immediate cafe- impart 5 

Affift the new-born commerce- of our iflc. 

Bid trade revive and manufactures fmile : 

While heavy duties guard Britannia's trade, 

Our infant arts let equal duties aid ; 

Ifround your full-grown oaks aiftnceyoa plant. 

Think what protection muft our feedlings want. ' 

This juftice, tho' Britannia's fons condemn, 

And fear, whate'er we gain, is lofl: by thera, 

Thou fliould'it fuperior to all parties rife, . -■il'%. 

And view each nation with a- fathers eyes; '»$*■:'* 

Should'it hold-the balai&e with an jv'n handj 






And guard the facred rights of either land 
Norlet aparfupon aipartintrude, " : *>, i ;;t5;. 

Butfeek of aft rne-nnlverial .^'f , 

Int'refl and malice may thy fchemes Oppofe^*. 'N^, ■ * 
And gloomy fnclion armanhoft of foes; /'■^'■''■Sf' .'■"'" 
May ftrive to make thy' monarch difapprdVe, -^ 
Or hope to rob thee of the people's love — 
B b 
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Perhaps fucceed — lay all thy greatnefs low, 
And (natch the well-cam' d laurel from thy brow; 
But all the efforts of the world combin'd 
Can't fhalce the purpofc of the virtuous mind : 
The man of virtue on himfelf relies, 
And ev'ry eeofure, but bis own, defies; 
Tho' int'reft court him, or tho' danger threat, 
That he difdains, and this he dares to meet ; 
Purines his purpoie, fure, that truth muft raife 
The glorious trophies of immortal praife: 
Secure, this praife let virtue's charms engage) 
Above the praife or cenfure of an age ; 
Bound not thy glory to a finglc clime, 
The World, thy theatre} thy judge, all Time. 
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